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ANOTHER SCENE FROM 


WE may now suppose Grandsir Dol- 
liver to have finished his break- 
fast, with a better appetite and 


sharper 


of the qualities of his food 


perception 


than 


he has generally felt of late years, 
it were due to old Martha’s cook- 

cordial of the night before. 
Iso made an end of her 
i > satisfaction, 
a crust, greatly 


to her little white 


of Congre in the 
f the I 
xV.— NO. 87. I 


istrict Court of 


VOL. 


THE 


.— NO. LXXXVII. 


DOLLIVER ROMANCE.* 


font, — the love-name, whereby, if the 


hil 


child lives, the parents know it in their 


to have called it away, the sound 


lingering faintly and sweetly through the 


house. In Pansie’s case, it may have 
been a certain pensivéness which was 


sometimes seen under her childish frol- 
ic, and l itself into Frencl 
(pensée,) her mother 

Acadian kin; or, qu 


i 


so translate 


alluded merely to the color of 

1: 1 . pa 7° 
which, In some hi 
dar} 


K petals of a 


Doctor’s garde 
leed, on account of 
for the child’s ¢ 


~ 


to sustain it, no 


pe ople, 


it been so ¢ 


other children or grown 
; 
had 


feeling, was but the shadow of t 


her melancholy, 
1 
g 

and of the old man. If brig 
he would brig] 


i Ui 


> 13] 
1 ire ike, 


er, was intent over 
rhe portion now publishe 


AND Fievops, in the Clerk’s Office 





2 Another Scene from the Dolliver Romance. 


something that had reference to his life- 
long business of drugs. This little spot 
was the place where he was wont to cul- 
tivate a variety of herbs supposed to be 
endowed with medicinal virtue. Some 
of them had been long known in the 
pharmacopeeia of the Old World ; and 
others, in the early days of the country, 
had been adopted by the first settlers 
from the Indian medicine-men, though 
with fear and even contrition, because 
these wild doctors were supposed to draw 
from no 


ick Man himself 


their pharmaceutic knowledge 
gracious source, the Bl 
ofessor in their 
| 


1 
SCHOOL 


being the principal 
] 
i 


medic: From his own experi- 


’ 
however, Dr. Dolliver had long 


ence, 
since doubted, though he was not bold 
ite to come to the conclusion, 

hrubs, and the remedies 

} them, 
perilous than those so fre« 
European 


| 


repared from much 


were 


practice, and sing 
e followed by results quite | 
Into such heterodoxy our friend 
more liable to fa use it 
en taught him early i 
his old master, Dr. Swinnert 
not infrequent ti1 


i 
aa il 


o certain unh predilection 
for strong waters, had 
to inveigh in terms of 
contem 

the practice by whicl 


} 7 } 
he rmed, 


inflicted 


to belie ve 
n pro- 


, was still 


the concoction of half 


poisons into a singl 
rug, as the fashion of that day was. 
there were shrubs in the garden 
of which he had never ventured to make 
a medical use, nor, indeed, di > know 
their virtue, although from year year 
tended and fertilized, weeded 
and pruned them, with something like 


religious care. 


he had 


They were of the rarest 
character, and had been planted by the 


[January, 


learned and famous Dr. Swinnerton, 


who on his death-bed, when he left his 


dwelling and all his abstruse manu- 


scripts to his favorite pupil, had partic- 
ularly directed his attention to this row 


of shrubs. They had been collected by 
] 


himself from remote countries, and had 


the poignancy of torrid climes in them ; 


and he told him, that, properly used, they 
would be worth all the rest of the le 


a hundred-fold. As the apothecary, | 


ever, found the manuscripts, in 


conjectured there was a treatis 
subject of these shrubs, mostly i 
- e ; ] * na hi ’ . 
ana ¢ beyond his compr 
S as he succeeded 
artly, perhaps, owi 
i i i 


y 
very imperfect knowledge of 


which lan; 


} 
4 i 


uage ft vritten, 
r derived from them a 


1ey were 
had neve 
promised benefit. And to say the 
that Dr. Swinnertor 
appeare d to triturate 


\ thing else 


‘ring 


coct or with th 


terious our old friend 
clined t » the weighty commen- 

ion of their virtues to have been the 
idly solemn utterance of met berra- 
yur of death. ith the 
integrity that belonged to his character, 


he had nurtured them as tenderly as was 


tion at the hx 


ih! ; 1 
possibie in the un 


| enial climate 


it ind soil 
of New England, putting 


some of them 
they had 
than flourished 


into pots for the winter ; but 


rather dwindled 


had reaped no harvests from 


, and he 
them, nor 


obs« rved them with any degree of sci- 


entific interest 


His gr 


ndson, however, whil 
. had listened to tl e ¢ 
he miraculous virtues of 
it took so firma hold 
row of outlandi 
rooted in it, and « 
re with richer luxuriance 


soil where they 


brief career in 


about its early close. 
man, in the opinion of com- 
was endowed with re- 


ties, and according to the 


rumor of the peo le had wonderful gi 
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which were proved by the cures he had 
wrought with remedies of his own in- 
vention. His talents lay in the direc- 
tion of scientific analysis and inventive 
combination of chemical powers. While 
under the pupilage of his grandfather, 
his progress had rapidly gone quite be- 
yond his instructor’s hope,— leaving him 
even to tremble at the audacity with 
which he overturned and invented the- 

and to wonder at the depth at 
which he wrought beneath the superfi- 
cialness and mock-mystery of the med- 


ical science 


of those days, like a miner 
, 


his shaft and running a hideous 


peril of the 


sinking 
urth caving in above him. 
l himself to 


Especially did he devote 


these plants ; 
had thriven 


} } 


nt 
aen 


and under his care they 
beyond all former prece- 
yursting into luxuriance of bloom, 
them beautiful 


and most of bearing 


flowers, which, however, in two or three 
instances, had the sort of natural repul- 
the 
ty, compelled against its will, as it 


siveness that has in its 


serpent 


» warn the beholder of an unre- 


ed danger. The young man had long 

> added, demanded of his 

> documents included in 

y rofessor Swinnerton, and 

ent days and nights upon them, 
growing pale over their mystic lore, 
. 1 


whi seemed the fruit not merely of 
the Professor’s own labors, but of those 


of more ancient sages than he; and of- 
le volume seemed to be com- 


ithin the limits of a few lines 


1 manuscript, judging from 


it cost even the quick- 


y 
s 


*t 
h it 


t 
student to decipher them. 


these investis 


not wrought such disastrous 


abstruse 1- 
d 
feared, in 
ect the 
which his 


might have been 
‘dward Dolliver to ne 
rade, the conduct of 
er had now relinquished al- 
ly i On the 


the mere side results of 


rely into his hands. 


vith ; 


study, or what may be called the 


ind shavings of his real work, he 


-d a prosperity quite beyond any- 
thing that his simple-minded predeces- 
ever hoped for, even at the 


The 


sor had 


most sanguine epoch of his life. 


Another Scene from the Dolliver Romance. 


re 
e) 
young man’s adventurous endowments 
were miraculously alive, and connecting 
themselves with his remarkable ability 


i 
science being as yet imperfectly devel- 


for solid research, and perhaps his con- 


oped, (as it sometimes lies dormant in 
the young,) he spared not to produce 
compounds which, if the names were 
anywise to be trusted, would supersede 
all other remedies, and speedily render 
any medicine a needless thing, making 
the trade of apothecary an untenable 
and the title of Doctor obsolete. 
Whether there was real efficacy 


one, 
in these 
nostrums, and whether their author him- 
self had faith in them, is more than can 
but at all 
public believed in them, 


safely be said; the 


and thronged 


events, 
to the old and dim sign of the Brazen 
Serpent, which, though hitherto famil- 
iar to them and their forefat 
seemed to shine with auspicious lus- 


ners, now 


tre, as if its old Scriptural virtues were 
renewed. If any faith was to be put 
in human testimony, many marvellous 
cures were really performed, the fame 
of which spread far and wide, and caused 
demands for these medicines to come 
in from places far beyond the precincts 
of the little town. Our old 


now degraded by the overshadowing in- 


Uy othecary, 
fluence of his grandson’s character to a 
position not much above that of a shop- 
with a 
face sad and distrustful, and yet with an 
odd kind of fitful excitem n it, as if 
he would have liked snjoy this 


boy, stood behind the counter 


new 


prosperity, had he dared. hen his 


venerable figure was to be en dis- 


pensing these questionable « 


‘le bottle and by the 


ympounds 
by the sing dozen, 
wronging his simple conscience as he 
dealt out what he feared was trash or 
worse, shrinking from the 
| 


reproachful 
1ysician who 
¢ by, but withal 
rorthe New 


England coarsely printed bill 


eyes of every ancient p 
might chance to be passi l 
examining closely the silv« 


s which 
he took in payment, as if apprehensive 


that the delusive character of the com- 


modity which he sold might be balanced 
by equal counterfeiting in the money 


received, or as if his faith in all things 


were shaken. 
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Is it not possible that this gifted 


t 
young man had indeed found out those 
] 


remedies which Nature has provided 
and laid away for the cure of every 
ill ? 

The 
most brilliant epoch that ever came to 
told 


Une night, Edward 


disastrous termination of the 


the Brazen Serpent must be 
tew words. 


vers young wife awoke, an 


gray dawn creeping into the chamber, 
while her husband, it should seem, was 


still engaged in his laboratory, ar in 


her night-dress, and 


went t 
of the room to her ge 


Strance ag 


; + 
unst 


found him de sunk 
hearth, where were some 


chair upon the 


1 : 4 
ashes, ap] ntly of burnt manuscripts, 


which ap] t iprise most of 


those 

legacy, 
2 3 ar 
mereiy scorched 


iad thrown 


‘a sudden im- 


at once 
be in any 


in whi 


was followed by no good result 


ven thos« luals who 


themselves « 


ured, and had 
in spreading the praises of 


} 
ounCdS, Now, ; 


ic ent com! 
ter demolition of the poor y 


[January, 


suffered under a recurrence of the worst 
symptoms, and, in more than one case, 


perished miseral bly 


insomuch (for the 
days of witchcraft were still within the 
memory of living men and women) it 
was the general opinion that Satan had 
been personally concerned in this afflic- 


tion, and that the Brazen Ser 
long honored among them, w 
the type f hi ubtle malevolen« 

perfect iniquit It was rumored even 
that all preparations tha ne from the 


Snop wer 
} vere 


festations 


still creepi 


iway 
a 
Ccareiess ;< 
good-will, 


prescripti 
I 


] 


ence, not aitoge -r reverent 
the world 


he edlessl y awards to 
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fortunate individual who outlives his 


eneration. 
And now that 


ufficiently, or at least to the 


o 
D> 
hay ] s of 
we have shown the 


reader 
f our knowledge, and perhaps at 


what the 


best o 
} 
eth, 


Grandsir Dolliver, we may 


i was present 


story pass onward, though at 


yace as suits the feeble gait of 


iliarly brisk sensation of this 

which we have more than 
Doctor to 
gorously at his medicinal 


enabled the 
itnip, his vervain, and the 
lid not turn his attention 

, with which 
either 
In 


sorrow 
to be, connected. 
soul was sick of them, and 


ince, which the warm 
rongly perceptible, was 


nostrils. But the spicy, 


1 
other her 


t of his 1 


ID. 
- fy,] 
s, was grateful to 


e earth-smell, as he turned 


ca- 


roots, an 


Little Paz 


of the pretti- 
resolved to do 


ing his 


fallen 


ppropri- 
app! pr 


ind required greater care 
it flourish; so 


1 
ers to make 


1] ] -acd lu 
lled, cankered, and scarcely 


leaf, both Pansie and 
mistook it 
joint efforts had 
the 
both 


green 
for a 
wee 
made pretty big trench about it, 
little girl 

hands, bestri 


with 
1er plump lit- 
tle le cS, ind oT" ing ) 


vigorous a pull, 


that, long accustomed to be transplanted 


Another Scene from the Dolliver Romance. 5 


annually, it came up by the roots, and 
little Pansie came down in a sitting pos- 


ture, making a broad impress on the 


Doctor !” 

Pansie. comically enough giving him 
j gn | g 

title of 


papa, the big, naughty weed !” 


soft earth. “See, see, cries 


his courtesy, —‘‘ look, grand- 

Now the Doctor had at once a pecu- 
liar dread and a peculiar value for this 
identical shrub, both because his grand- 
*n applied 


more ardently to it than to all t! 


son’s investigations had be 
rest, 
associated in his 


mind with an ancient and sad 


and because it was 
recollec- 
that 


had ce taken 


tion. For he had never for n 


his wife, the early lost, 


a fancy to wear its flowers, ifter 


day, through he whole season ot their 


bloom, in her bosom, where they glowed 


gem, and deepened het 


> 


what pallid beauty with a 


like a some- 
nev- 


nness 


er before seen in it. “ast such was 
: 


the effect which thi »pical flower im- 


parted to the beloved form in his mem- 


-y, and thus it somehow both bright- 


ened and wronged her. This had hap- 


pened not long before her death ; and 


whenever, in years, 
nual 
proved in f talisman 


flow- 


plant 
; ] 


had to 
ring up the image radiant 


clow tha be- 


. } form 
. : ane 
on cheek and forehe 
cence had remaine 
- 4 


h the Doct con- 


word, 
a 
helped 


urer than 


ho entertain no such fol- 


b often 


in 
therefore, 


when he saw what Pansi one, he 


sent forth a strange , hoarse, 


tremulous exclamation, a sort of aged 


and decrepit cry of mir emotion. 


“ Naughty Pansie, to pull up gt 


indpapa’s 


flower!” said he, as soon as he could 
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speak. 
it away, 


“ Poison, Pansie, poison ! 
child !” 

And dropping his spade, the old gen- 
tleman scrambled towards the little girl 


Fling 


as quickly as his rusty joints would let 


him,— while Pansie, as apprehensive 


and quick of motion as a fawn, started 


up with a shriek of mirth and fear to 


him. It so happened that the 
a puff of 


wind blowing it wide open, she escaped 


esc ape 


garden-gate was ajar; and 


through this fortuitous avenue, followed 
by great-grandpapa and the kitten. 
hty Pansie, stop!” shout- 

“You will 
The kitten, 
singular sensitiveness that seems to af- 
it at 
now on her back. 


“ Stop, naug 


old friend. tumble 


ed our 


into the grave !” with the 


fect every kind of excitement, was 

And, indeed, this portentous warning 
was better grounded and had a more lit- 
ral meaning than might be supposed ; 
for the 
with the | 


communicated 
almost di- 


swinging 


urial 
Pansie’s track 


gate 
ground, and 
| 


ectly in littl there was 


a newly dug ready to receive its 
tenant that 
fled onward 


half in 


round 


eTrave, 
how- 
outstretched 


lying 


afternoon. Pansie, 


ever, with 


arms, fear, half in fun, ] 


her legs with wonderful 


Time or 
Dol- 


happily id ne omi- 


promptitude, 
Death, i 
liver, 


n the person 
and 

pitfall 
till, hearing a 


a 
suer, Si 


nous every person’s 


path, roan from her pur- 
1e looked over her shoulder, and 
stumbled 
She 


r little vis- 


> 


saw that poor grandpapa had 


over one of the many hilloc ks 
then suddeniy wrinkled up 
», and sent fortl -breathed roar 


age ha full 


of sympathy and alarm. 


neck 
her 


has broken his 


little 


*Grandpapa 


now Pansie, amid 


SODs. 
“Kiss or 


then,” 


indpapa, and make 
the old 


medy, 


it well, 


said gentleman, recol- 


lecting her re and scrambling up 


more than could be 


“Wel 


expected. 
himself, “a 
uld have 
Poor 


readil y 


» he 


murmured to 


] 
hair’s-br sath more, and I sh« 
been senile’ 
little 


done then ?” 


into yonder 
what wouldst 


orave. 


Pansie thou have 


“Make the grass grow over grand- 


(January, 


papa 
his face. 

“Poh, poh, child, that is not a pretty 
thing to say,” said grandpapa, pettishly 
and disappointed, as people are apt to 
be when they try to calculate on the fit- 


,” answered Pansie, laughing up in 


childhood. “C 
you must go in to old Martha now.” 
The old 


more ] 


ful sympathies of ome, 


poor gentleman was in the 


haste to leave the spot because 


he found himself standing right in front 


of his own peculiar row of gravestones, 
slabs of 


1 carved borders rath- 
1 


consisting of eight or nine 
1 S wa tal 


iorned wit 


cut, and the 


slate, ac 


er rudely earliest one, that 


be 


ad slowly 


of his Bessie, bending aslant, ause 


the trost of SO many winters h 


undermined it. Over he 
that of 


memorial. 


one grave of 


fted grandson, there 


He 


r than he had ever 


row, his gi 


was no felt a strange 
repugnance 
felt 
and had none of the tender sorrow min- 
gled tender hopes that 
} 
l 


to 


stronge 
— 


before, to linger by these graves, 


with high and 


sometimes 


him to be there. 


had made it seem good 


j 


Such moods, perhaps, 


n come tot 
] 
1 


ofte uged, when the hard- 


over their souls shuts 


jiritual influences. 


ened earth-crust 
them out from s} 
child by the hand, — 
ce of infantile fun having 
though 


a dusky 


T sking the her 
little eff 
} 


ervescen¢ 


passed into a downcast humor, 


not well knowing as yet what 


cloud of dishe aad fancies arose from 
; 


llocks, — he went heavily 
Close to its 


these green h 


toward the garden - gate. 


threshold, so that one who was issuing 


forth or 
on it or 


entering must needs step up- 


it, la 


deeply imbedded in the ground, 


y a small flat stone, 
and 


over 
ered with grass, inscribed with 
Dr. John 


partly cov 


the name of “ Swinnerton, 
Physician.” 
‘ Ay,” said the 


remembered figure of 


old man, as the well- 


his ancient in- 


structor seemed to rise before him in 


l, with beard and gold- 
let and 


his grave-appare 
cane, black velvet 
here lies a man who, as people 


headed doul 
cloak, 
have his power to 
had little 


He had the 


thought, had it in 
the ! He 
grandchild to tease him. 


avoid grave no 


choice to die, and chose it.” 


So the old gentleman led Pansie over 
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the stone, and carefully closed the gate; into the open grave; and when the fu- 
and, as it happened, he forgot the up- neral came that afternoon, the coffin was 
rooted shrub, which Pansie, as she ran, let down upon it, so that its bright, in- 
had flung away, and which had fallen auspicious flower never bloomed again. 





THE WIND OVER THE CHIMNEY. 


™~ EE, the fire is sinking low, 
S Dusky red the embers glow, 
While above them still 1 cower, — 
While a moment more I linger, 
Though the clock, with lifted finger, 
Points beyond the midnight hour. 


Sings the blackened log a tune 


Learned in some forgotten June 
} 


From a school 


When they both were young together, 


oy at his play, 


Heart of youth and summer weather 
Making all their holiday. 


And the night-wind rising, hark ! 
How above there in the dark, 

In the midnight and the snow, 
Ever wilder, fiercer, grander, 
Like the trumpets of Iskander, 

All the noisy chimneys blow! 


Every quivering tongue of flame 

Seems to murmur some great name, 
Seems to say to me, “ Aspire !” 

But the night-wind answers, — “ Hollow 

Are the visions that you follow, 


Into darkness sinks your fire! 


Then the flicker of the blaze 

Gleams on volumes of old days, 
Written by masters of the art, 

Loud through whose majestic pages 


Rolls the melody of ages, 


ag 


Throb the harp-strings of the heart. 


And again the tongues of flame 
Start exulting and exclaim, — 
“ These are prophets, bards, and seers ; 
In the horoscope of nations, 
Like ascendant constellations, 
They control the coming years.” 





Between Europe and Asia. [January, 
3ut the night-wind cries, — “ Despair ! 
Those who walk with feet of air 
Leave no long-enduring marks ; 
At God’s forges incandescent 
Mighty hammers beat incessant, 
These are but the flying sparks. 
“ Dust are all the hands that wrought ; 
Books are sepulc hres of thought ; 
The dead laurels of the dead 
Rustle for a moment only, 
Like the withered leaves in lonely 


A. 


Church-yards at some passing tread.” 


Suddenly the flame sinks down ; 
, 
Sink the rumors of renown; 
And alone the night-wind drear 
g 
Clamors louder, wilder, vag 
“ 1 } 


is the br: 
Dying o1 
ying 


And I answer, — “ Though it be 
Why should 


avor is in vain; 


that discomfort 


is in the doing, 
pture of pursuing 


e the vanquished gain.” 


BETWEEN EUROPE AND ASIA. 


“ Pushed off from one shore, no tl 1 or her.” 


cr. 


Russian Proverbs. 


inex- 


‘T ai Nijni- } 1 one more glimpse of the 


fortnight before. 
ished, indeed ; 
travel 


tate 


the Great 


raps in 
were trestle- 


1 : 
work. train was 


so thronged that it required much exer- 
tion, and tl 


1e freest use of the envoy’s 
prestige, to secure a private ¢ wrriage 
or our The 
over the low, hazy ridge of the Sparrow 


Hills as we left Moscow; and we en- 


f, party. sun was sinking 


plendor of the city’s thou- 


domes and pinnacles, soft- 
luminous smoke and transfig- 
the dark woods of fir 
he twilight sank down 
] pes. 
larkness, there was 


Who- 


ne landscape ot Central 


nothing more to claim attention. 


has seen 


ever 
Russia is familiar with three fe urths of 
the whole 


even on the k 


region. Nowhere else — not 
vels of Illinois — are the 
same features so constantly reproduced. 
One long, low swell of earth succeeds to 
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another ; it is rare that any other woods 
than birch and 
] 


lan 


fir are seen ; the cleared 
presents a continuous succession 


and 


rye, wheat, 


and 
: 


potatoes, 
the villages are as like 


in their huts of unpainted logs, 


round a white church with 
five gree! do ss. It is a 

} ut the ric 
becoming 


clustering < 
monotony 


tT 1] } > 
hest culture 


from tiresome. 
o Nature what good man- 


man, rendering poverty of 
rable. 
a servant at the door to 


usion at the way-stations, 


he curtains before our 


secured a comfortable 
night, whence we issued 


a halt for 


freshment-room 


uring supper. I 
with very 
itions, but was immedi- 
plump partridges, ten- 
I The Rus- 


sh for the great 


green peas. 
samovar 
rass, which shone from one 
ible ; and presently 
tumbler of scalding tea, 
the 
everages of 
take the 
My 


l, on begin- 


lemon floating on 
ople d: 
} 


vhich would skin 


-Saxon mouths. tongue 


than once blistered 


hey had empt ied 
no station Wi th- 


and some 
take their thir- 


and 


believe, 


1 
as between Moscow 


much choice of dishes in 


r of Russia; but what one 


ure to be tolerably good. 


Beresina and the Dnieper 
at most 
Ten 
for peer pinesig-ci is announced 

nd yy year. Bettera 


f-ste a 


than a stalled ox, all 


lways fared better than 


laces in our country where “ 


single wt sre tenderness is, 


gristle and grease. 
But then our cooking (for the public at 
least) is 


notoriously the worst in the 
- 


civilized 1; and I 
nounce 
mending it 

Some 


can safely pro- 


the Russian better, without com- 


very highly. 


time in the night we passed the 


the 


the 


and with 


our way to 


large town of Vladimir, 


rising sun were well on 
Volga. I pushed 
and looked out, 


aside the curtains, 
to see what changes a 
a scen- 

On the 


residenc e. 


night’s travel had wrought in 
ery. It was a pleasant surprise 
a large, 
embowered in 


right stood stately 


gardens and orchards 


while beyond it, stretching away 


south-east, opened a broad, shall 


ley. The sweeping hills on « 


were dotted with sl 


their thousands of acres of st 


like gold in the level ray 
cattle were pasturing 
and the 

“ 


straggling out of 


peasants (serfs no long: 
the village S 

labor in the fields. The crosses 
polished domes of churches s] 
the Here the patches 


forest were of larger 


horizon 


itive growth, 
and strai 

Nature 
e of 
first time since leaving St. Petersburg 
wore a habitable aspect. | 


nized 


trunks cleaner 


had 


gnter, 
yet seen. was 


quered, in spit the climate 


some of the features of Rus 
country-life, which Puschkin des 
so charmingly in his poem of “ Eug 
Onagin.” 
The agricultural development 


sia has been greatly retard 


indifference « f 


estates co mpri 


eriod \ 
iperation from the di 
ist, and preparation 
coming winter. 
so large 


Their possessions are 
‘ount Scl 


contain 


eremetieff, 
and 


inhabitants) th the 


those of (¢ 


for instance. one hundred 
thousand 


push each other too far apart for 


thirty 


social 


intercourse ; and they consequently live 


en déshabillé, careless of the great na- 
There 


is aclass of our Southern planters which 


tional interests in their hands. 


seems to have adopted a very similar 


mode of life, — far nilies which shabbily 


starve for ten months, in order to make 





> 
IO Between 
for the 
A most accomplished 
lady, the Princess D- 
me, — “ The want ofan active, 


a lordly show at “the Springs 


other two. Rus- 

said to 
intelligent 
misfor- 


sian 


country society is our greatest 


tune. Our estates thus become a sort 


of exile. The few, here and there, who 
try to improve the condition of the peo- 
ple, through the 


soil, are not supported 


improvement of the 
by their neigh- 
bors, and lose heart. The more we gain 


in the life of the capital, the more we 


are oppressed by the solitude and stag- 


nation of the life of the country. 


This open, ¢ heerful region continued 


ailroad was 


through the morning. The 


still a novelty ; and the peasants every- 


] 


where dropped their s« ythes and shov- 


els to see the train pass. Some bowed 


the profoundest oe They 
race of 


medium he ight, but 


were a fine, healthy, s 


only of 


rapping 
men, admi- 
limbs, and 
Content, 
their 


rably develoy ed in chest and 


with shrewd, intelligen t faces. 


not stupidity ause of 


sta- 


condition. 


ich, present a grand field for anthropo- 
logical studies. 


Towards noon the road |! 
scend, by grades, fro 
lands into a lower and wilder 
When the train stopped, 


children whose urthy 


easy 
rolling 
wom- 

kir 


SKIT 


1 


ure of 


made 


wooden bow iS 


with 
huckleberries for sale 
were neatly carved and 
held 

it difficult 
ved slowly, 


were evidently 


many skeleton bridges ; 

a long blue ridge, which 
past had foll 
} 


lowed us in the south-east, 


egan to curve around to our front. I 


now knew that it must mark the co 
Oka River, and that we 
hing Nijni-Novgorod. 


soon saw 


urse 
of the 


were ap- 
pros at 

We 
houses and gardens scatte 
slope of the hill ; 
kling domes on 
stately, 


itself; then 


red along the 


the river 


then clusters of spar- 
the then a 
the 


summit 


white-walled citadel; and 


Europe and Asia. 
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[ 
end of the ridge was levelled down in 
an even line to the Volga. We were 
three hundred miles from Moscow, on 
the direct road to Siberia 


being on the farther side of 


the railroad terminates at 
separate city, 


The city 
the Oka, 
Fair, which is 


ing the triangular level between the tv 
rivers. Our approach to it 
announced | heaps of 


cotton 


bound in camel’s-hair clo th, 


which had yuund their way hither 
the di ] ; 

the warm 

fifty 
the transporta 


thousand can 


Aral to Orenburg, 


thousand The 
pro- 


and the 


the deserts 
miles. 
the 
previous year, 


a distance 
increase of price had doubled 
duction since the 


amount which now reaches the factories 


wugh this channel cannot 


han seventy-five thousand bales. 


of modern civilization has 

erests of all zones 

’ war in the United 

States affects the i ry of Central 
Asia! 

Next to these 

to us, 


cotton-bales, which, 
the downfall 


int monopoly 


silently proclaimed 
has 
the 


produced 


of that arro 


caused all our 


which 


present woe, came 


representatives of those who 
Asians 
Bukharians, and 


star- 


them. Groups of picturesque 
— Bashkirs, Persians 


Uzbeks Lp] 


ing 


eared on either side, 
impassively at the wonderful appa- 
‘ition. Though there was sand under 
their feet, the y seemed out of plac e in 
h wind and 
hills of fir and pin 

The reached 
the station. As stepped upon the 
platform, I saw, over the level lines of 


the sharp nort among the 


] 


train stopped: we had 


copper roofs, the dragon-like pinnacles 
j , and the white 
Here 


interest to 


a mosque. was the 


picturesque 
balance the uncert ainty of our situation. 
We had been unable to engage quarters 
‘re were two hundred 
in a city 


in advance: the 
thousand strangers before us, 
the normal population of which is barely 
forty thousand; and four of our party 
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The envoy, indeed, might 
he Governor's hospitality; but 
sit was to be so brief that we 

no time to expend on ceremo- 
nd preferred rambling at will 
1e teeming bazaars to being 
under the charge of an offi- 


1 Moscow, however, had 
considerately telegraphed in our behalf 
to a French resident of Nijni, and the 
latter gentleman met us at the station. 
He could give but slight hope of quar- 
ters for the night, but generously offered 
his services. Droshkies were engaged 
to convey 
beyond the Oka; and, crowded two by 


by litt 


us to the old city, on the hill 
two into the 
forth. The 
and the first thing that happened was 
the st ppa 
tumbling 

The y were 
some obli 


nite labor 


le vehicles, we 


shab 
set sand was knee-deep, 
re of our procession by the 
down of the several horses. 
righted with 


the help of 


and with infi- 


g spectators ; 
we worked through this strip 
of desert into a region of mud, with a 
hard, stony bottom somewhere between 
The street 
ch on the outskirts of 
r¢ sembled 


the earth’s centre. 

a, thou 

Broadway on a 

-day. It was choked with a 
the sweepings of 
: 


Our horses thrust 


crowd, composed of 
Europe and Asia. 
] 


their heads the shoulders of 


Christians, Jews, Moslem, and Pag 


between 
ans, 
slowly shoving their way towards the 
floating bri 


g 2, which was a jam of ve- 
hicles from end toend. At the 


streets, the wiry Don Cossacks, 


corners 


or the 


in their dashing blue uniforms and caps 


k lamb’s-wool, regu 


movements of the mul- 


of bla lated, as best 
, the 
notice how 


It was curious to 


their small, well-knit horses, 
the equine counterparts of them- 
controlled the fierce, fiery life 

which fl ished from every limb and fea- 


} 
na 


ture, and did their duty with wonderful 
patience and gentleness. They seemed 
so many spirits of Disorder tamed to 
the service of Order. 

It was nearly half an hour before we 
reached the other end of the bridge, 
and struck the superb inclined highway 


We 
were unwashedand hungry; and neither 
the 
view of the Volga, crowded with ves- 


which leads to the top of the hill. 
the tumult of the lower town, nor 


sels of all descriptions, had power to 
detain us. Our brave little horses bent 
themselves to the task; for task it really 


was,— the road rising between three and 


four hundred feet in less than half a 
mile. Advantage has been taken of a 
slight natural ravine, formed by a short. 
curving spur of the hill, which encloses 
a pocket of the greenest and richest fo- 
liage,—a bit of unsuspected beauty, 


quite invisible from the other side of the 


river. Then, in order to reach the level 
of the Kremlin, the road is led through 
an artificial gap, a hundred feet in depth, 
to the open square in the centre of the 
city. 

Here, all silent 
There were broad, well-paved streets, 


was and deserted. 


substantial houses, the square towers 
and crenellated walls of the old Krem- 
lin, and the glittering cupolas of twenty- 
six churches before us, and a lack of 
population which contrasted amazingly 
with the whirlpool of life below. Mon- 
sieur but most faithful 
friend, took us to the hotel, every cor- 


D., our new, 


ner and cranny of which was occupied. 
There was a possibility of breakfast 
only, and water was obtained with great 
exertion. While we were lazily enjoy- 
ing a tolerable meal, Monsieur D. was 
bestirring himself in all quarters, and 
came back to us radiant with luck. He 
had found four rooms in a neighboring 
street ; and truly, if one were to believe 
De Custine or Dumas, such rooms are 
impossible in Russia. Charmingly clean, 
elegantly furnished, with sofas of green 
leather and beds of purest linen, they 
would have satisfied the severe eye of 
We thanked 
both our good friend and St. Macarius 
(who presides over the Fair) for this for- 
tune, took possession, and then hired 
fresh droshkies to descend the hill. 

On emerging from the ravine, we ob- 


an English housekeeper. 


tained a bird’s-eye view of the whole 
scene. The waters of both rivers, near 
at hand, were scarcely visible through 
the shipping which covered them. Ves- 
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he Neva, the Caspian,andthe  kle 
rivers of the Ural, were here 


sels from t Tea, cotton, leather, wool, an 
congregat- other heavier and coarser 
they alone represented a float- ties, have tl 
ion of between thirty and quarters 
forty 1 souls. The Fair, from similarly 
this | , resembled an immense flat the stranger, 


city, the streets of booths being of a 


~ 


them jostling 
uniform height, — out of which rose 
ek church, the Tarta1 mosque, 
irious Chinese roofs. 
k, humming 
west and 
By this ti 
sine SS, l 
way the central 
trouble th: > had 
is usel t 
of the wares exposed for sale: 


l everything grov 


passa 
nent will 
combins 


ntvy , | 
ity-fiive m 


is substantially | 


manner of those 
t that it en 
a Gov 
forms every afternoon. 
wares are wever, W 
air under the vaulted attired. 
kaleidoscope for shifting color and spar- \ wa nd with a girdle 
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thread studded with jewels ; and over it ing even, by their pleasant smiles, to 
he wore a caftan, with wide sleeves, of consider themselves well paid. When 


1 
the finest dark-blue cloth. The round we came to the booths of 


European 
cap of black lamb’s-wool became his merchants, we were swiftly impressed 
handsome head! His complexion was’ with the fact that civilization, in follow- 
pale olive, through which the red of his ing the sun westward, loses its grace in 
cheeks shone, in the words of some Ori- proportion as it advances. The gentle 
ental poem, “like a rose-leaf through dignity, the serene patience, the soft, 
oil”; and his eyes, in their dark fire, fraternal, affectionate demeanor of 


were more lustrous than smoky topaz. Asiatic brethren vanished utterly when 


our 


His voice was mellow and musical, and we encountered French and German 
his every movement and gesture anew salesmen; and yet these latter would 
revelation of human grace. Among have seemed gracious and courteous, 
yea, tens of thousands, of had there been a few Yankec 
en, he stood preéminent. beyond them. The fourth 


As our acquaintance ripened, he drew _ tury, which still exists in Centr 

t-book from his bosom, and was undoubtedly, in this partic 
s choicest treasures: tur- perior to the nineteenth. 
1 blue heav- man, since his time, | 


{ 


f wonderfu 
nots; a jacinth, burning equalled Adam. 

il, in scarlet light; and Among these Asiatics Mr. Buckle 
lastly, a fect ruby, which no sum less_ would have some difficulty in maintain- 
than twenty-five hundred dollars could ing his favorite postulate, that toler- 
purchase om him we learned the ance is the result of progressive intel- 
curious fi ons of fashion in regard ligence. It is also the result cour- 
j 1oises were just then tesy, as we may occasionall 

and one of the proper well-bred persons of limited i 

i parsnip-seed, could Such, undoubtedly, is the basis of 
not be had a hundred dollars, the 
full value of a diamond 


tolerance which no one who has 
of equal size. much personal intercourse with tl 
Amethys fa de 


1 
i@ss De 


sp plum-color, though mitic races can have failed to experience. 


1an the next paler shade, The days of the sword and fagot are 
igh prices ; while jacinth, past; but it was reserved for Chris- 
narine — stones of ex- 


comman 


tians to employ them in the name of 
! lustre 


religion alone. Local or politi 
irtment, as in allothers, ousies are at the bottom of thos 
ty are not convertible bles which still occur from time 
in Turkey: the traveller hears 
booth there were two sulting epithet, and the green-t 
1 before our eyes Imam will receive him as 
1 


narvellous shawls, where courteously as the sceptic il Bey 


nfesicl Lo Ae 
iioldec KING] 


irbaric pattern in the cated in Paris. I have never 
ss of the material and so aggressively assailed, o1 
harmony of the colors. grounds, as at home, —nev« 
iulm-leaf border,—blue ly and insultingly treated, o1 
len bronze, picked out of a presumed difference of opi 
ywns, greens, and crim- by those who claim descent from the 

for the mastery in a Cavaliers. The bitter fierceness of 

how should we choose some of our leading reformers over- 

ty th ? Alas! we were not looked by their followers, because it 
able they were a thousand springs from “earnest conviction”; but 
dollars apie But the Persians still in the Orient intensest faith coexists 
Iding, taking our admira- with the most gracious and 


gentle 
tion in pay for their trouble, and seem- manners. 
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Be not impatient, beloved reader ; for 
this digression brings me naturally to 
the next thing we saw at Novgorod. As 
we issued from the bazaar, the sunlit 
minaret greeted us through whirling 
dust and rising vapor, and I fancied I 
could 
It was about time for the 
found, 
the long, low 


hear the muezzin’s musical cry. 
asser 


and we 


prayer. 


Droshkies were rode 
slowly 


through ware- 


“caravan tea” and Mongo- 
lian wool to the mound near the Tartar 


encampn nt. 


houses of 


The mosque was a plain, 
white, octagonal building 


through 


conspicuous 
only ‘} 
baned faithful were already gat 

| 


its position. The 
heri 
—_ | 
ad we entered | Iked wi : ~ 

and we entered, and walked up the steps 

ountering an 
glance e. At the door stood 

two Cossack s 


among them, without en 


unfriendly 


13: . toll } 
Idiers, Specially pia ed 


there to prevent the worshippers from 
being insulted by turious Christians. 


Those who have witnessed the wanton 


profanation of mosques in India by the 


English ¢ fiicers will pl ise notice this 


fact If we had not put off our shoes 
before entering the hall of worship, ] 


the 
Cossacks would have performed that 


operation for us. 


I am happy to say that n 
party lacked a proper reveren 
: | 
r] 


votion, thou 


} 


vil 
unnels of 


ladies left their gaiters beside our boots, 


und we all stood in our stockings on the 


a little in the rear of the kneel- 


oct upied 


matting, 

. : : 

ing crowd. The priest a low 
J 


dais in front, but he simply led 


the prayer, 
The 


red a 
rca a 


which was uttered by all. windows 


1 
were open, and the s ou golden 
Yonder gleamed 
rorod vonder rolled 
were the dark 
heat 


eir faces 


hts 


went 


, to where Mecca sits among 
urning hills, i 

her palm-trees. 

Mecca came from tl 


tl aARNRO0AP as 


» forehead touched the fl 


oor. 
At the second repetition of the prayers 
we quietly withdrew ; and good Monsieur 


D., forgetful of nothing, suggested that 
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preparations had been made for a dinner 
in the great cosmopolitan restaurant. So 
we drove back again through the Chi- 
nese street, with its red horned houses, 
the roofs terminating in gilded dragons’ 
tails, and, after pressing through a dense 


multitude enveloped in tobacco-smoke 


} 


and the steam of tea-urns, found our- 


selves at last in a low room with a 


shaky floor and muslin ceiling. It was 


an exact copy of the dining-room of a 


California hotel. If we looked blank a 


moment, Monsieur D.’s smile reassured 


us. ad given all the necessary or- 
] 


] nl 
would 


ders, he said, p out and 
the 


ab- 


and ste 


| 
secure a box in the theatre before 


musket 


sence, we 


was served. During his 
looked out of the window on 
either side upon surging, whirling, hum- 


Fair, all 


dust and 


ming pictures of the Great 
ing in perspectives of 

mist. 
In half an hour our friend returned, 
entered the zakouski. I 
10t remember half the appetizing in- 
client f which 


and with hin 


it was composed : 
sardines, herrings, capers, 
, Caviare , paté de foi A pic kles, cher- 
‘ olives, were among 
Instead of being a prelude to 


> I 


ries, oranges, 
them. 
dinner, it was almost a dinner in itself. 
Russian soup, which al- 
is much solid nutriment 
Arctic 
past, a mighty 
us swimming in Volg 


ways con 


as meat-biscui yr pemmican, 
came the ory of the re 
Sle yr él. wi 1 


| 1 
water wi took 


table. This fish, the 
ty of i times of 
J “ 


worth its weight in silver. Its 


our seat 
exclusive proper- 
{ arcity, 
unap- 
yposed to | 


proachable flavor is sup] 


I e as 
unescent as the hues of a dying dol- 
Frequently, at grand dinner-par- 

is carried around the table in a 
and exhibited, a/ve, to the 
] , that 
afterwards, 

The 

earance of asmall, lean s 
he melt- 


n eir soup is served 


| minutes 


its freshness, ten 


may be put beyond suspic ion. fish 


has the ay 


geon; but its flesh resembles t 
ing pulp of a fruit rather than the fibre 
brethren. It sinks into 


1e tongue, like a perfectly 


of its watery 
juice upon tl 


ripe peach. In this quality no other 
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fish in the world can approach it; yet I 


do not think the flavor quite so fine as 
that of a brook-trout. Our sterlet was 
nearly two feet long, and may have cost 
r thirty dollars. 

appeared an astonishing sal- 


watermelons, canta- 


twenty or 
With it 
composed of 
loupes, pickled cherries, cucumbers, and 
spicy herbs. Its color and odor 
were and we had all applied 
the test of taste most satisfactorily be- 
fore we detected the 
i li After the 
of beef, accompanied with 


ad, 
certain 


mitcine 
enticing, 


curious 
second course, 
borate sauce,— three heavy 
f chased silver, holding two 
were placed upon the 
contained 
the 


na- 


hese 
tschi, and 
h one of these 
brewed, is 
I found 
the an- 


hen pooper 
and refreshing. 
ntic al with 
vian mead: no doubt it 
Varangian rule in Rus- 
old custom of passing the 
round the —_ mouth 
»bserved, and will not 


table, 
s still 
these 

icy, when ladies 
ited alternately at 


jec tionable, even in 


of the dinner 


Cutlets 


and roast 
bot- 
} 


fol- 


Persian 


1eir appearance, with 


eimer and Lafitte, 


sert of 


des} 
superb 


» southern shore of the 


fallen, and 
an immediate 
theatre. What 
entertainment ? Dances 
or Chinese 
One of the Ivans brought a 
It was not difficult to nt 

‘ MAKBET,” 


further, in the 


songs of gypsies, 
rogramme. 


the word ‘ 


pr 
cipher 
t 


Al re” a distinguished 
lian, to whom Mi ar) 
b irth (if I am rightly 
rope fame 
yea, seen his pt 


orated wit 


formed) and Eu- 
] ‘ten heard of him 
rtrait in Germany, ie. - 
h the orders conferred by half 


mixture of 


15 


a dozen sovereigns; and his presence 
here, between Europe and Asia, was not 
feature of the 
A mulatto Macbeth, 
theatre, with a Persian and Tartar au- 
dience ! 

On arriving, we 


the least characteristic 


Fair. in a Russian 


into 
had 
The man- 
ager, having been informed of the en- 
Nijni- Novgorod, had 


delayed the performance half an 


ushered 
which 


were 


two whitewashed boxes, 


been reserved for our party. 


voy’s presence 
hour, 
but the audience bore this infliction pa- 
tiently. The building 
with space for 


was deep and 
about eig rht 


was filled 


narrow, hun- 
dred persons, and 


bottom. 


irom top to 
The first act was drawing to 
King Duncar 


shabby atte 


a close as we entered. 


with two or three 
stood in the court-yard of the « 

the latter represented by a handsome 
French door on the left, with a bit of 
Tartar wall beyond, —and made his ob- 
servations on the “pleasant seat” 
Macbeth’s He 


sian, Lady M wcbeth 


} 
7 
1 


mansion. 


spoke 
of course. now 


appeared, in a silk dress of the latest 


fashion, expanded by the amplest of 
crinolines. She passably 
and nothing could be 
than her face and voice. 
the 
and they 


hand- 
ge ntler 
She received 
party like a well-bred 
all entered the 


was 
some 
royal lady, 
French door 
together. 
With 
folded arms, Ira Macbeth 
entered and commenced the soliloquy, 
“Tf it were done,” etc., to 


There was no change of scene. 
slow step and 
our aston- 
lish! He was a dark, 
itto, of about fifty, in 


ishment, in Eng 
strongly built mul: 


1 fancy tunic, and light stockings over 
Forrestian calves 


rful; 
Edmund 


His voice was deep 
lent 


master, 


and powe 


I and it was very evi 


Kean, his 
also the model which he 


d in the part. 


that once 
carefully 
There were the 


same deliberate, over-distinct enuncia- 
ion, the same 


gradually 


prolonged pauses and 
performed gestures, as | re- 
er in imitations of Kean’s manner. 
that the copy was a little too 
Mr. Aldridge’s 


very fine. The 


mem! 
Except 
apparent, acting was re- 
Russians were en- 


iastic in their applause, though very 
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few of them, probably, understood the wonderfully successful, and is justly due, 
language of the part. The Oriental au- I am convince: I 


since I have seen him, 
his histrionic talents. Both black 


K 


ditors were perfectly impassive, and it to 


] 


impossible to guess how they re- and 


yellow skins are sufficiently rare in 

Europe to excite a particular interest in 

The second act was in some respects those who wear them; and I had sur- 

mised, up to this time, that much of his 
h 


ed the performanc e. 


the most amusing thing I ever saw up- 
on the stage. In the dagger-scene, Ira popul irity might be owing to his color. 
was, to my mind, quite equal to Forrest; But he certainly deserves an honorable 
s impossible to deny him unusual place among tragedians of the second 
dramatic talent; but hi 


s complexion, 


continually suggesting Othello, quite » left the 1e 


at the close of tl 
nfounded me. The ble R i third act | ——- aa 
confounded me. 1€ i€@ iKwuSssian third act, ana river to our 
Lady Macbeth was much be 1 


etteradapted quarters on the hill. A chill mist hung 
over the Fair, but the lamps still burned, 
id gentleness, she s! sd as she lifted the streets were tl ronged, and the Don 


to the part of Desdemona: all softness 


ishing eyes, and murmured in Cossacks kept patient guard at 


every 


tenderest accents, “Infirm of pur- vent by like one 


give me the dagger!” At least, unconsciou inute, in beds unmolested 
t for granted that tl 
for Macbeth 


] 


corner. he night 


ese were by bug 1 when I arose, thor- 


involuntarily called 


e first sunny 


sit to the cita 


versation. 


e Amer- 


Russ 
the Polish Em- 

| 

l 


Sigismun¢ 


orrow morni! 


iled to do. im appeale 1 to the 
no doubt, ional irit, persuaded General Po- 


came legitimately (or, : 


, naturally) irski head an anti-Polish move 
by his dignity. His career, for a man ment, which was successful, and thus 
of his blood and antecedents, has been’ cleared the way for the election of Mi- 
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chael Romanoff, the first sovereign of 
the present dynasty. Minim is there- 
fore one of the historic names of Russia. 

When I stood beside his monument, 
and the finest landscape of European 
Russia was suddenly unrolled before 
my could believe the tradition 
of his eloquence, for here was its in- 


eyes, I 
spiration. Thirty or forty miles away 
d the rolling swells of forest 
1-land, fading into dimmest blue 

the westward and northward, dot- 
ted with villages and sparkling domes, 
ded by shining reaches of the 

ga. It was truly a superb and im- 
posing view, changing with each spur 
‘the hill as we made the circuit of the 
Eastward, the country rose in- 


to dark, wooded hills, between which 
the river forced its way in a narrower 
1 swifter channel, until it disappeared 


nd a purple headland, hastening 


ird to find a warmer home in the 
By embarking on 


southw 
unfrozen Caspian. 


the steamers anchored below us, we 


reached Perm, among the 


might have 
Ural Mountains, or 


Astrachan, in less 


han a week; while a trip of ten days 
1S, 


would have taken us past the Caucast 


even to the base of Ararat or Dema- 
vend. Such are the splendid possibili- 
ties of travel in these days. 


The envoy, 


who visited Europe for 
the first time, declared that this pano- 
hill of 


he finest things he had seen. 


rama from the Novgorod was 
truly, be no better prepa- 
it than 
unbroken 


ration to enjoy fifteen hundred 


level, 


frontier ; 


after 
but I 
ve a “show” landscape 


miles of nearly 
Russian 
would | 
Why it is not more widely 
I cannot 


leaving the 


guess. 


The only 
person in Russia whom I heard speak 
of it with genuine enthusiasm was Al- 
exander I] 

Two hours upon the breezy parapet, 


old Tartar walls, were all too 


beside the 
li ut the droshkies waited in the 
river-street a quarter of a mile below 
us, our return to Moscow was ordered 
for the afternoon, there were amethysts 
and Persian silks yet to be bought, and 
so we sig! 


VOL. X 


ed farewell to an enjoyment 
-— NO. 87. 2 


Between Europe and Asia. 


17 
rare in Russia, and descended the steep 
footpath. 

P. and I left the rest of the party at 
the booth of the handsome Bashkir, and 
set out upon a special mission to the 
Tartar camp. I had ascertained that 
the national beverage of Central Asia 
might be found there,—the genuine 
koumiss, or fermented milk of the 
mares of the Uralian steppes. Hav- 
ing drunk palm-wine in India, sam- 
shoo in China, sakz in Japan, pulgue in 
Mexico, douza in Egypt, mead in Scan- 
dinavia, ale in England, dock-dier in 
Germany, mastic in Greece, calabogus in 
Newfoundland, and — soda-water in the 
United States, I desired to complete the 
bibulous cosmos, in which soumiss was 
still lacking. 


my curiosity, but was ready for an ad- 


My friend did not share 


venture, which our search for mare’s 
milk seemed to promise. 

Beyond the mosques we found the 
Uzbeks and Kirghiz,—some in tents, 
some in rough shanties of boards. But 
they had 


empty 


they were without koumiss : 
had it, 


and showed us some 


kegs, in evidence of the fact. I fancied 


a gleam of diversion stole over their 
grave, swarthy faces, as they listened to 
our eager inquiries in broken Russian. 
Finally we came into an extemporized 
village, where some women, unveiled 
the 


Caravansera. 


advi 
the 
This was a great barn-like building, two 


and ugly, ed us to apply to 


traders in khan, or 
stories high, with broken staircases and 
floors. A 
whole length of the second floor, with 


creaking corridor ran the 


some twenty or thirty doors opening 
into it from the separate rooms of the 
We accosted the first Tartar 
promised, with 
great readiness, to procure us what we 


traders. 
whom we met; and he 
wanted. He ushered us into his room, 
cleared away a pile of bags, saddles, 
camel-trappings, and other tokens of a 
a low divan 
Ona 
sack of barley sat his father, a blind 
graybeard, nearly eighty years old. On 
our way through the camp I had noticed 
that the Tartars saluted each other with 
the Arabic, “ Salaam aletkoom/” and 


nomadic life, and revealed 
covered with a ragged carpet. 
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I therefore greeted the old 
the familiar words. He lifted his head: 
his face brightened, and he 


man with 


immedi- 
ately answered, “ Aleikoom salaam, my 
son!” 

“ Do you speak Arabic ?” I asked. 

“ A little ; I have forgotten it,” said 
he. “But thine a Of 
what tribe art thou ?” 

“A tribe far 
and Syria,” I answered. 

“It is the tri 
it now, my son. 


is new voice. 
Lh 
away, 
e of Damascus. I know 
I have heard the voice, 
many, many 
The looked 
bright, as some pleasant memory shone 
through it, that I did not undeceive the 
man. in 
pulled a keg from under a pi 


years ago.” 
withered old face so 


His son came with a glass, 
le of coarse 
caftans, and drew out 


h 


sour and pungent, s] 


the wooden peg. 


on . , 
A gray liquid, with an odor at once 
irted into tl l 
) 


indea 


1e glass, 
which he presently | to me, filled 


to the brim. In 1 cases no hesita- 


tion is permitted. 


I thought of home 
, 


the gl: ind 


and family, set 


emptied it before the itself 
clearly manifest to my 
“Well, what it 


friend, who curiously av 


ked 


ited the resul 


is as 


my 


+ 
t 


of the experiment. 
“ Peculiar,” | preter- 


natural calmness, —“ peculiar, but not 
unpleasant.” 

The gl 
and 
it at 
with 


a draug 


teal 


swallowed nothi 
1 

three 
shudder, and 


times, 


air of a martyr, “ Very « 
“Will your Excel 

more frie 
“ Not before bre 


+. 66 


?” said the 


| 
lent, ho 


with 


inswere your 
we and we 
whi h 


-ver, 
we 


us, 


possible Ct 


satisfy the 
li In 


tle was never em} 


1ay here declare th 


tied. 


aes. 


The taste was that of aged buttermilk 


} We could det 


mixed with 
no flavor of alcohol, yet were conscious 


ammonia. 


¢ 


) 


7 q ° rT 
pe and Asia. {Jahuary, 


all 


quantity we drank. The beverage is said, 


of a light exhilaration from the s 
indeed, to be very intoxicating. Some 
a 
he 


German physician has established 
“koumiss-cure” at Piatigorsk, at t 
northern base of the Caucasus, and in- 


vites invalids of certain kinds to come 


and be healed by its agency. I do not 
expect to be the number. 
"T 


A 


on oO! 


‘here still remained a peculiar fea- 


I yet 
subterranean net- 


ture of the Fair, which had not 


seen. This is the 

. Py: 

work of sewerage, which reproduces, in 

massive masonry, the streets on the 
; With it, 


of two months would become uninhab- 


surface. out the annual city 


itable. The peninsula between the two 


ri\ 
Fly 


ers being low and marshy, — f 
quently overflowed during the spri 
freshets, — pestilence would soon be 
the 


hence a system of 


immense concourse of 


al- 


bred from 


people : lace, 
most rivalling those of ancient Rome. 


At 


containing 


each street-corner there are wells 
spiral staircases, by whi 
one can descend to the spacious 


miles under arche 
by shafts at 


Peters! 


tersi 
that more than half 


terranean pa s, and there wa 


s of hewn stone, li; 


»! 


ed and aired regular inter- 


vals. In St. urg are told 


you 
the cost of the ci 
under the surface « 
-Novgorod 


true 


is 
Nijni is 


i 


> Great ; 


g nis ¢ 

‘ 1 
lave foreseen the e) 
. - “G* 
uis, he would certainly 


nl Novgorod is now 
Nijni vgorod 1 LOW 


he Russi 


in fron- 
St. Petersl 


N 


ture and 


he 


to its existencs time 
when its long 

deserted for 
lit 


S( 


ca at 


central. 


alk throug 


— 1 
ed me to anaiyze the 


confused impression, and separate the 
motley throng of life into its several el- 


I shall not attempt, however, 
1 paint its ever-changing, 


character. Our limited visit 


y 
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to see only the more central 
ets. Outside of these, 
iron, of 


extend suburbs of 


other coarser 
the Ural, 
Ocean, 


wool, and products, 
} 


t together from from 
the Polar 
vast extent of Sil 
the be- 


forests towards 


from the beria. 
from morning till night 
E the strong 


rss flows in rivers, 


im of sichi (cabbage-soup) sends up 
samovar 


Here, 


repre- 


incense, and the 
never 
ortant 


netual 
sap tea 1S empty. 
h im} interests are 


+} 
U, Luc 


it intercourse between buyers 
and sellers is less grave and methodical 
jokes, 
lay of 


than bazaar. There are 


ngs, and a constant p 
the serfs 
and 
ir trade; 


fortunes ; 


in which 


are masters. Here, 


even 
mount the 


nee, and tell 


too, jugglers 


of all sorts P ly 


vocations, less respectable 


flourish v gorously. For, 


Ostiak from 


Uzbek from 


isitor be an 
the 
Nogai, 
a Mongolian 


rcle, an 


Tartar or 


s, a Persian from 

r,a French- 
Ty a se, Swiss, Bo- 
iglo-Saxon from either 
fel- 
the 
broth- 
ind all 


cumb to 


Atlantic, he meets his 
iir on 


man 


nationalities su 
allurements. If the vari 
lulgence 


ous 
ne could be 
ideas, the world would 
nerated ; but as things 
more force 
noblest theo- 
impartial 
iscovery as 


1ywhere 


let 
ject 


stion 


important sul 


h-disputed qu 
that 
nor 


a 1 

to tne 
a muc¢ 
1o1Isseurs Ol beverage 


( hee rs 


con! 


inebriates, 


neither 


h, I confess, it is more 


ae 
agreeabie 


+hoa | — } +} - } = ian 
than koumiss,) ) he Russian 


“ caravan tea” is really superior to that 


gold) per _— while 
; 


19 


After much 
patient observation, combined with se- 


which is imported by sea. 
rious reflection, I incline to the opinion 
that the flavor of tea depends, not upon 
the method of transpor 

paid for the article. I 


tation, but upon 
have 


and 


Pe- 


the price 
tasted bad caravan tea in R 
1 in New York. 

you cannot procure a 


ussi i, 
delicious te< In St. 
tersburg good ar- 
ticle for less than three roubles 

roubles. 
that 
tea of equal 


cteen 


ort at 


and even 


twely 
W hoev er 


bring 


is willing to im] 


price can no doubt procure 


excellence. The fact is, that this land- 


transportation is slow, laborious, and 


expensive ; hence the finer kinds of tea 
selected, a pound thereof 


for 


are always 


costing no more carriage than 


pound of when 
flavor of caravan tea. T 
to be 


inferior quality ; 
superior 
is, however, obtained 


one variety 


in Russia which I have found nowhere 
not even in the Chinese 
It is called “imperial tea,” 
in elegant boxes of 5 

d with the dragon of t 


else, seaports. 
and comes 
bl 


ellow silk embla- 


zone Hang dy- 


y, at the rate of from six to twenty 


llars a mock It is yellow, and the 
decoction from it & almost 
A small pinch of i 


black tea, 


cious flavor, 


gives an in 
— the 
but 


aroma 


arderersas : one 


said to de 


7 

cup 

prive the 
We 


dose thereof was 


mixed, is 


of sleep for three nights. brou 


some home, and a 


ministered to three uncons¢ 

during my absence ; but I have not 

ascertained the 
Monsieur D. b 

ful stroll throug] litte 

to an untimely end. The train for 


etiectS W ch followed. 


roug 

streets 
Mos- 

cow was leave at three o'clock ; and 

| r at the 


restaurant. sy the time this was con- 


cluded, it was necessary to drive at once 


to the station, in order to secure places. 


We were almost too late; the train, 
long as it was, was crammed to over- 


flowing ; and although b station- 
master and conductor assi 


their 


With great difficulty, one com- 


oe rded 
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partment was cleared for the ladies ; in 
the adjoining one four merchants, in 
long caftans, with sacks of watermelons 
as provision for the journey, took their 
places, and would not be ejected. A 
scene of confusion ensued, in which 
station-master, conductor, Monsieur D., 
my friend P., and the Russian mer- 
chants were curiously mixed ; but when 
we saw the sacks of watermelons rolling 
out of the door, we knew the day was 
ours. In two minutes more we were in 
full possession ; the doors were locked, 
and the struggling throngs beat against 
them in vain. 


My Autumn Walk. 


[January, 


With a grateful farewell to our kind 
guide, whose rather severe duties for 
our sake over, we moved 
away from the station, past heaps of 
cotton-bales, past hills of drifting sand, 
and impassive groups of Persians, Tar- 
tars, and Bukharians, and slowly mount- 
ed the long grade to the level of the up- 
land, leaving the Fair to hum and whirl 


were now 


in the hollow between the rivers, and 
the white walls and golden domes of 
Novgorod to grow dim on the crest of 
the receding hill. 

The next morning, at sunrise, we 
were again in Moscow. 





MY 


AUTUMN 


WALK. 


O* woodlands ruddy with autumn 
T 


he amber sunshine lies; 


I look on the beauty round me, 


And tears come into my eyes. 


For the wind that sweeps the meadows 


Blows out of the far South-west, 


Where our gallant men are fighting, 


And the gallant dead are at rest. 


The golden-rod is leaning 


And the purple aster waves 


In a breeze from the land of battles, 


A breath from the land of graves. 


Full fast the leaves are dropping 


Before that wandering breath ; 


As fast, on the 


field of battle, 


Our brethren fall in death. 


Beautiful over my pathway 


“he forest spoils are shed ; 


They are 


spotting the grassy hillocks 


With purple and gold and red. 


Beautiful is the death-sleep 
Of those who bravely fight 
In their country’s holy quarrel, 
And perish for the Right. 
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But who shall comfort the living, 
The light of whose homes is gone: 
The bride, that, early widowed, 
Lives broken-hearted on ; 


The matron, whose sons are lying 
In graves on a distant shore; 

The maiden, whose promised husband 
Comes back from the war no more? 


I look on the peaceful dwellings 
Whose windows glimmer in sight, 

With croft and garden and orchard 
That bask in the mellow light; 


And I know, that, when our couriers 
With news of victory come, 

They will bring a bitter message 
Of hopeless grief to some. 


Again I turn to the woodlands, 
And shudder as I see 
The mock-grape’s * blood-red banner 


Hung out on the cedar-tree ; 


And I think of days of slaughter, 
And the night-sky red with flames, 

On the Chattahoochee’s meadows, 
And the wasted banks of the James. 


Oh, for the fresh spring-season, 
When the groves are in their prime, 
And far away in the future 
Is the frosty autumn-time ! 
Oh, for that better season, 
When the pride of the foe shall yield, 
And the hosts of God and freedom 
March back from the well-won field; 


And the matron shall clasp her first-born 
With tears of joy and pride; 

And the scarred and war-worn lover 
Shall claim his promised bride ! 


The leaves are swept from the branches ; 
But the living buds are there, 


With folded flower and foliage, 


To sprout in a kinder air. 


xck-grape. I have here literally translated the botanical name of the Virginia creeper, 
» cumbrous for ver 
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FIVE-SISTERS COURT AT CHRISTMAS-TIDE. 


at dusk, the afternoon before 
certainly is very lazy. It sets out Christmas, that 
just to make a short pas 


pa 


J. OR a business street Every Lane It was 
x a young man, Nicho- 
sage between las Judge by name, walking inqu 
two thoroughfares, but, though forced down Every Lar 
it first c ight by the ware- ters Court, and 


,and stood tacing 


e, turned into 


ladies, apparently in some 
which he 
s, yawning ourts, plunging int number on each door 


etter, and, thou 


h a dormer } 


with white dimity, so th: 


five elderly | so opening the way 
ourt has t t lame u parley, he stood before the 

ve-Sisters Court, to the cd Li f door of One. 
Every Lane, which fel ince | the knocker, (for there was 
for respectability slip away wh« I 1 tapped in a hesitating man- 
yatronymic. ner, as if he wou 


court came to disown uld take it all back in 
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There 


entry; the 


case of an egregious mistake. 
door 
an old and 
vho invited Nicho- 


was a shuffle in the 


| -d wwly, disclosing 
tidy negro woman, 
las in by a gesture, and saying, “ You 
wish to see master ?” led him on through 
passage without waiting for an 
thought, “I 
master than I 
I will keep that 


obey- 


‘ Certainly,” he 


more 


use”; and, 
» servant, he went up 
hered into a room, 
dusky 


vse tiers of books. a table 


ust enoug 
ust enougn 


papers, and other indica- 
ent’s abode. 

eye had hardly become ac- 

li when there 

} 

| 


1e dim light, 


holar himself, the master 

ee : a small old man, 
uir and smooth fore- 
hich projec ted two beads 
; ad- 


ndeavoring to take in 


seemed, from their 


er of the 


head 

yin front. His 

gown and 

a reverend 
his hand 


bore ir 

a curiously shaped dipper, 
i man coming to 

water trom 

pretended er- 

imself, 

his innocent 
thirsty ; 


to ad- 


npatience of manner: 
appoint- 
Well, 


» for your 


. 1 
received my letter 
interview. 


pect me to d 


r for an 


nt me, in a loose sort of 
contributions to philological 
ind tell 


same inquiries \ 


me that you are en- 


Nicholas, in < 
in myself, 
gentleman gave no heed 


to the interruption, and continued : — 
I 


at Christmas -Tide. 


°9 
23 
you have published an 
Value of Words. You 
paper, but | find 
I have no great opinion 


the 

the 

anything in it. 
+ 


of the efforts of young men in this di- 


article on 


sent me 


' 
—s 5 
did nt 


rection. It contained commonplace gen- 


eralities which I never heard questioned. 


You can’t show the value of words by 
wasting them. I told you I should be 
plain. i 


Now you want you 


some hints, you say, 


method of 
searches. 
don’t 


come, tl I usu- 


} oof . : re f 
ally € visitors. raise me ior 


wl 1ave accomplished in phil 
lat 


given myself up to idle gadd ra 


Young man, t ive not 


siping. Do you think, if 1ad been 


lL: | 4 1 J 
making calls, and receiving anybody 


who chose to force him 
during the last forty 
should have been able 


digamma, which you think my 


O answer, 
stand on hi os once 


yardon.” 


the old 
scholar, deaf to Nicholas’s remonstrance. 


That is one h general 


questions, you 
i J 

1 } 
ire about. iO aS 
Work by 


lV up your Sé se )- 


and 
magazines, get over your 
rlum and 


en contain the same idea etymolog- 


iment at finding 


there was a large 


Os, ind 


bread- 
l e¢ 

make uj 

€ ing till you can’t 

have n’ cun to 


yet. Wait till you ha 


work 


I have, 


das 


forty vears in one house, with your li- 


f 


brary likel; urn yé yut of 
and only an old black woman 


} -_ 
aoors, 


to speak 


to, before you begin t think of calling 
hol Eh ?” 
14 


yourseli a scnolar. 
And at this point the old 


: gentleman 
adjusted the dipper, which was merely 
an ear-trumpet, — though for a moment 
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more mysterious to Nich 


olas, in its new 


capacity, than when he had regarded 


it as a 


un 
household-impl 


7 specimen of a familiar 


and thrust the 


toward the embarrassed youth. In 


said all that he intended to 


ement, 
bowl 
fact, having 
say to his unwelcome supposed disciple 
he showed enough churlish grace to per- 


mit him to make such reply or defence 


1} 
as seemed best. 


bi 


tleman had pulled up so 
ly in his harangue, and called for 


sudden 
an answer so authoritatively, and with 
ar flourish of his trumpet, 
of the 


} 
onauct, 


such a singu 


that Nicl 


studied ex 


las, losing command 


planation of his « 
had been at his 
last 


tence spoken, and gained a perilous ad- 


a moment before 


caught at 


which 
tongue’s end, the sen- 
vantage by asking, 


“Have you, 


years, Sir?” 


indeed, lived in this 
house forty 


old 


vatiently, perceiving that he had 


‘Eh! what?” said the gentle- 


man, im] 
spoken. “ Here, speak into my trumpet. 
What I > of a 
don’t i it?” 

“Oh, ught 


“T see, he is 


trumpet, if you 


Nicholas to hi 


excessively deaf”; 


mself, 


and 


bending over the trumpet, where he saw 


a sieve-like frame, as if all speech were 
to be strained as it entered, he 


and rept ated the 


collec t- 
ed his force, question, 


with measured 
“ Sir, 


and sonorous utterance, 
have you lived in this house forty 
the old 
back. 


going to ask me such 


man, not innaturs ally 


“ And if you were 


starting 


an unnecessary question at all,” he add- 


need roared 
ve heard that 

Ye S, I lived 
so has black Ma- 


doot ror 


ed, testily, “you n't have 
without m\ 
here forty y 

ria, who openet and 
that I 


iat I have by 


you ; 
I say again have 
| 


accomplished 
Ww uninterrupted study. I 
have n’t gone about, bowing to every he, 
she, and it. I never knew who lived in 
other houses in the court till 
a woman came and 
the 


and just because it was Christ- 


- 4 
any of the 
asked 


to her 


to-day, when 


me to go out for evening 


house ; 


mas-eve, I was foolish enough to be 


Sisters Court at Christmas -Tide. 


(January, 
wheedled by her into would 
go. Miss - Miss 
ber her name now. I shall have to ask 
Maria. n’t got much 
satisfaction out of me ; but do you mind 


saying I 
—, I can’t remem- 


There, you have 


what I said to you, and it will be worth 
more than if I had told you what books 
Eh?” And he invited Nich- 


olas once more to drop his words into 


to read. 


the trumpet. 
“ Good afterr 

i ‘thank you,” at a 

} 


ply to make, and 


said Ni cholas, hes- 


100n..” 
loss 
in de- 


spair of clearing himself from the tangle 


in which he become involved It 


lain, too, that he should get no Sat- 


was |] 


isfaction here, at least upon the search 


in which he engaged. But the re- 


ply seemed quite satisfactory to the old 
1 


gentleman, who cheerfully relinquishes 


him to black Maria, who, in turn, passed 
him out of the house. 
Left to himself, 


sonal eml 


and ath his per- 


arrassment, he began to fee 


] 
uncomfortably allie, as l 


he consid erec 
the confusion which he had entailed up- 
philologic al disciple, and 

himself the 
acted as a sort of 


on the real 
comfort with 


hope that he had 


would fain 


lightning-r« xd to conduct the old schol- 


ar’s bolts, and so had secured some im- 


munity for the one at whom the bolts 


were really shot. But his own situation 


demanded his attention; and leaving 


the to-be unhappy young man and the 
to-be perplexed old gentleman to settle 
the difficulty 


trumpet, he 


over the med 


addressed 


iating ear- 


himself again to 
his task, and proposed to take another 
survey of the 
that his 


such 


court, with the vague hope 


aunt might show herself witl 
unmistakable 
} 


signs of relationship 


as to bring his researches to an imme- 


diate and triumphant close. 
Just as he was turning away from the 
front of Number 


overcoat with an air of 


One, buttoning his 
self-abstraction, 
he was suddenly and unaccountably at- 
tacked in the chest with such violence 
as almost to throw him off his feet. At 
the next moment his ears were assailed 
apologetic 


by a profusion of explana- 


tions from a young man, who made out 


to tell him, that, coming out of his house 
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h f calling next door, 

1ad leaped over the snow that lay 
between, and, not seeing the gentleman, 
had, 
long 


hurt 


most unintentionally, plunged head- 
into him. 


He hoped he had not 


him; he begged a thousand par- 


dons ; it was very careless in him; and 
then, perfect peace having succeeded 
this violent attack, the new-comer po- 


me whether Doctor 
at home, and disengaged ? 
hat you have just left his 
deaf old gentle- 
asked Nicholas. 


10t aware that he was deaf,” 


ean the 


ber One ?” 


Ss companiol! 
npanl l. 


a aid not 


know that his name 
Nicholas, 


smil “ Bi ay | ask,” said he, with 


was Doctor Chocker,” said 


a suc d blushing so hard 


his cheeks 


that even the wintry re f 


ppointment to see him at 


- = , 
ind that is the reason why I 
he was disengaged.’ 


is not engage 1, I believe,” 
stammering and blush- 


han ever; “but a word with 


really it was 
but unless I am 
gentleman thought I 


yught you were I ?” said the other, 
eyebrows into a question, 
nose stand for an excla- 
‘But is cold 
to 


any rate, I 


come, it 1S 


1 
here, me the 


he ynor 


room? At 


come 
snou Ke to he 


fellow.” And 


ir some th 


ing about the 


old he turned towards the 


t!” said Nicholas, “do you 


Number Two ?” 
rT ho 


[ have rooms here,” said his 


companion, jumping back over the snow. 
“You 


“It is ex 


seem surprised.” 

traordinary,” muttered Nich- 
olas to himself, as he entered the house 
and followed his new acquaintance up 
stairs 


Their entrance seemed to create some 


ees so 
at Christmas -Tide. 25 
confusion ; for there was an indistinct 
sound as of a tumultuous retreat 


and 


in ev- 
down 
stairs, and a whisking of dresses round 


ery direction, a scuttling up 


corners, with still more indistinct and 
distant sound of suppressed chatter- 
ing and a voice berating. 

“It is extremely provoking,” said the 
young man, when they had entered his 
room and the door was shut; “but the 
people in this house seem to do nothing 
You heard 
Well, | 
ially 
friend, but that just such a 


but watch my movements. 
that banging about? seldom 


come in or go out, espe with a 
stampede 
takes place in the passage-ways and 
staircase. I have no idea who lives in 
the house, except a Mrs. Crimp, a very 
worthy woman, no doubt, but with too 
many children, I should guess. I only 
lodge here; and as I send my money 
down every month with the bill which 
my table, | 
Now | 


should be so curious about me. 


I find on never see 


see W 


Crimp. don’t see 
sure I am very contented in my 

e of the whole household. It’s a 
little annoying, though, whe 


Wil 


while I ring 


1 I bring 
, 
i 


any one into the house. you ex- 


cuse for 


me a moment, 


more coal ha 
While he disappeared for this pur- 


pose, ] 


in some 
of the house, Nicholas took 
a hasty glance round the room, and, 


, ; 
seeming to keep the bx 


other part 


opening a book on the table, read on the 
fly-leaf, Paul Le Clear, a name which he 
for convenience to the occupant 
he find 
The 
sponded to that in which he hz 
Doctor Chocker, but 
ot 
to the interior. 
at the Doctor’s the w 


seemed bursting 


tagged 


of the room until should one 


more authentic. room corre- 


id met 


he cheerful gleam 


an open fire gavea brighte1 as] ect 
books ;: 


alls, ta- 


Here also were 
but while 
bles, < even 
with the crowd that had found lodging 


> 


ind floor 
there, so that he had made his way to a 
chair by a sort of foot-path through a 
field of folios, here there was the nicest 
order and,an evident attempt at artistic 
arrangement. Nor were books alone 
the possessors of the walls; for a few 


pictures and busts had places, and two 
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or three ingenious cupboards excited 


curiosity. The room, in short, showed 


presence of a_ cultivated 


} 


plainly 
mind ; Nicholas, wh« 
city-life, had 


ual training at 


’ 
familia received 
capital i 
but anchoret 

Sig! 7 

“ar reént 


+7 
ently 


ning, 
hands i 
fore you | 


st that 


in China, sine 
1] 


ull suggest 
The lids of the vessels were 


1 
tCa-ieaves ; and 


and icked 


miniatt 
women Pp 

} ut among the le 
Chinese alph ibet, as if the 
Niche 


owner's c« 


ing at word-puzzles. 
the service to its 
tablishing thus a new bond o 
thy between them ; and both 


seated near the table, sip 


[January, 


lemure ittle 


proached the m 


with spoons, 
sagreness of 
chop-sticks, and decorating white 
with brown marmalade. 

“ Now,” 1 tl host, 


said the 
hare my It. | Vo o be i 
Share my Sait, ought to be in 


= 


you, an office which I will 


p 


without ceremony. My name is Paul 


which Nicholas and we had 
correctly. 
Nicholas, “is Nich 


were 
narrat 


oiInt 


concluded, warming 
I am in s 
my aunt. it sort of woman she wil 
prove to | cannot tell; but 
is any virtue in sisterly blood, sur 
Aunt Eunice 


of that 


to my mother, as I have heard h 


cannot be without 


nature which belong 


noble 


scribed, and as her miniature bi 


be lieve in. 


How many times of late, in 
have I pictured to my- 


my soi 


self this kinswoman receiving me 
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for her sister’s sake, and willing to be- 
friend me True, I am 
ible, I think, to make my 
world unaided. It not 


my necessary 


for my own! 
strong, 
way in the is 
such help as would ease 
struggle that I ask, but the sympathy 
whi h or ly 


So I 


blood-relationship can bring. 
build great hopes on my success 
arch; and | 


in the se have chosen this 


evening as a hit time for the happy rec- 


i 
ognition. I cannot doubt that we shall 


kee p our ¢ hristmas together. Do 


vho might prove to 


soul,” said that gentle- 
been sucking the juice 
narrative, and had now 
to 
able to tell 
, that | 

h Doctor Chock- 
world knc 
ing just next door to me. 


I can’t tell. 


skin, “ you have come 
person likely to be 
It was only to-d 
lence wit 


all the that he 
Who 
Mrs. 


she receipts her 


>; wnom IWS, 
the other side 

Crimp lives here : 

Tem] 


ince 


bills, erance A. Crimp; so there’s 
As for 
now nothing, 

and here | to 
SR aa a } . 
h is very short, and noth- 
Yes- 


called upon by a jiggoty 


Ss 


no ch for a Eunice there. 
three houses, I ] 


come 


ing like so entertaining as yours. 
terday I was j 
little woman, I say jiggoty, 
that expresses exactly my meaning, 

ji woman, who announced 
Number 
an invitation in 
person to me to come to a small party 
at 


as 


Pix, living in 


1 who brought 


her house this Christmas-eve ; and 


she was jiggoty, I thought I would 
myself by But 


and your aunt, according to 


amuse going. she is 
Pix ; 


Miss 
| 


your SI 


,owing, should be A/rs.” 
“ That must be where the old gentle- 


man, Doctor Chocker, is going,” said 
Nicholas, who had forgotten to mention 
that part of the Doctor’s remarks, and 
now did so. 

“ Really, that is entertaining !” cried 
Paul. 
nothing else than to see Miss Pix and 
Doctor Chocker together.” 


“Pardon my ignorance, Mr. Le Clear,” 


“T certainly shall go, if it’s for 


at Christmas -Tide. 27 
said Nicholas, with a smile; “but what 
do you mean by jiggoty ?” 

“ I 


certain 


mean,” said Paul, “to express a 
manner, as if 


one were corked against one’s will, end- 


effervescence of 


cork and a 
the 
She is an 


but I should n’t wish to be 


ing in a sudden pop of the 
general overflowing. I invented 
word after 


odd person ; 


seeing Miss Pix. 


},! 


so concerned neighbors as 


ibout my 
she appears to be. My philos yphy of 


> he 
the fire, and receiving its ent 


tion u 


life,’ continued, standing now before 


re raqdia- 


JACI, 


superficies of his | 


pon the 
| 

“is to extract sunshine from cucumbers. 
Think of living forty years, like Doctor 


Chocker, on the husks of the digamma! 
I am obliged to him for his advice, In 

I sha’n’t follow it. Here are my books 
and prints ; out of doors are people an: 


Nature : 


I propose to extract sunshine 
The 
for us, and not we for 
When I go to Miss Pix’s this 


from all these cucumbers. world 


was made 


the 
world. ] 


evening, — and, by the way, it’ 


time to go, — I presume I shall find one 
or two ripe cucumbers. Christmas, too, 
isa capit il season for this chemical ex- 
periment. I find people are more off 
their guard, and offer special advantages 
for a curious observer and experimenter. 
Here is my room ; you see how I live ; 
have 
little 
have no idea what a pretty picture | 
make, sitting in my chair, the tea-table 
by me, the fire in the grate, and the mu- 


and when I no visitor at tea, I 


wind up my musical box. You 


sical box for a cricket on the hearth”; 


and Mr. Le Clear laughed good-hu- 
moredly. 
He had been 


smiling throughout the young philoso- 


Nicholas laughed, too. 


pher’s discourse ; but he was conscious 
of a little feeling of uneasiness, as if he 
were being subjec ted to the cucumber- 
extract process. He had intended at 
first to deliver the scheme of life which 
he had adopted, but, on the whole, de- 


He to 


hands with Paul, who 


termined to postpone it. rose 


go, and shook 
wished him all success in finding his 
got 


two 


aunt; as for himself, he thought he 
along better without aunts. The 
went down stairs to the door, causing 
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spe 


\ 
.*. 


me 


and 


! c 
} 


j 


i 


as etore ; i 
in Five-Sisters (¢ 
} 


Stoo 


.e Clear returned to 
tickled with tl 
j 


the adventure, and 


for Miss Pix’s party. 
“On the whole, I think 
} 


t S min 


lf 


00, bring on a repetition of 


rb Doctor Chocke 


it up,” said he to himse 
, 
ICI 


tion against my paper wl 


, 
1g seemed 


so to enjoy 


ertainly 
expecte 
biography.” 

cholas Jud 

] 

remaining 


> court, since Miss 
inted 


inted ut 


co 0 an 


lances of success \ 


conversati 


ecent 


some 


for 


} 
stopped now 
‘ pps i i 


mpre n 


I 


an method by 


He was rather « 
thir 


str itegy ot 
acti 


] 


ne 


in entrance, an 


h boldly up with tl 


it-forward 


straight-forward, at least, 
would 


stances 


permit 
at After a lit 
vened for him by t 


} . 
ne aoor, 


a 
he 
voices within the house, 


| 
and the door was opene 


Osite extremities, a lig 


op 
i 


is charming 


cegree of despond 


,. 


ol: once 


h 
‘ourt, while 
on 


© rec ollec pe 


‘ 


tO prepare 


Brow! 


I won't dis- 
tage 


- 


aring 


rh 


~ 


OI 


It might, 
£01 


+h 


tic 
fo 


ilmina- 


r 


me, 


au 


rey 


Hi 


st as -Tide. 


(January, 
faced man, in his shirt- 


small and sleepy 
Nicholas moved at 
ce upon the 


“Vy 
Sr, 


mm 
my 


s works. 


tal 


Eun 


being his 


] 


e 


e goodness to te 


named Miss 
that 


, and pt »ssib 


i VOI 
li YOU L 


if 


nt’s maiden ly 
1 demand tl irs after date. 


in¢ 


) alte 
I 


ly came 


if 


y moment’s delibera- 


yn, as wished to gain time 


ran excl 


el 


» some unexplored 


reg 


Ss 
or 
I 

W 


it 


trom 


than he 


put el 
st, which ha 


os } 
lai modes oO 


t 
l 
F 
1 


10w resolvec 
he irresistible 


inqu as 


as the circum- 
He kno ked 


delay, enli- 


tie 


Y 


iterchange of 
at 
ht approached, 
losing a 


osing 
1OSINZ 


y 


1 
ipparentl 


, disc 


1 
he 


“Well, Sir, 


aoes I 


sense 


it 


' 
rown d 


alk in, 
Nicholas 


onde! 


though somewhat 


were to settle Miss 


by th 
The 
him into a sit 


lam 


srowns e tnere e 
m 


versation. mal 


r 


»upon the 


RE 
re it twinkled 


hesitated, not quite 


o one who might misuse 


ion,” said hi 


sonorous voice, XK 
i ‘ one that asks 
name is So} 
“ And 
be outdone 
Ju lo 
“ Very well, Mr. Judge. Now we un- 
I , 


1 
] 


mil 


} + } 
aerstana 


h other, I think 
ot goo 
Anonymous contributions cannot | 


| 
r aSKeC( 


Ca 
faith. 


Ir name aS a ity 


guarar 
e 


d as they say at 


And that 


come 


received, et cetera, 
of 
¢ 
i 


head newspapers. ’s 


Peop to 
I 


a girl, and I 


rule of business, Sir. 


haracter of 
If th 

‘Vy 

cl 


lar 


me to ask the « 
ask their nar 
give them, I say, 


t 
C 


want to 
I can’t 


cter to pe ople 


} ; 
ey aon 


I 


1es. 


y ery well; 
girl’s ra 


An 


brings them out,’ 


intrust the 
without name.’ 


Sir, i 


} 


it brings them out, 
’ said Mr. Man 


+ 
t 
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lius, leaning back, and taking a distant 
view of his masterly diplomacy. 

“Do people come to you to inquire 
ifter persons’ characters ?” asked Nich- 
olas, somewhat surprised at happening 
upon such an oracle. 

“ Well, in a general way, no,” said 
Mr. Manlius, smiling ; “though I won’t 
say but that they would succeed as well 
; In a particular 
I keep an intelligence-office. 


here as in most places. 
way, yes 


Here is m 


of his waistcoat-pocket, and presenting 


y card, Sir,”— pulling one out 


it to Nicholas; 


the phra 


“and you will see by 
seology employed, that | have 
unrivalled means for securing the most 
] | all the 
Mr. Judge,” he whispered, lean- 


forward, and 


help from of 


| parts 


world 
ing holding up his fore- 
finger to enforce strict secrecy, “I keep 
a paid agent in Nova Scotia.” And 
once more Mr. Manlius retreated in his 
chair, to get the whole effect of the an- 
nouncement upon his visitor. 

The of office 
for obtaining and furnishing intelligence 
might have been further revealed to 
Nicholas ; but at this moment a voice 
l the outside of the door, 
! S’prian ! we ’re ’most 


internal economy an 


was heard on 
calling, “ S’prian ! 
ready.” 

“ Coming, Caroline,” replied Mr. Man- 
rec 


alled to the object for which 


his visitor was there, he turned to Nich- 


and resumed, — 
‘Well, Mr. Judge, about Miss Eu- 
nice Brown, whether she lives here or 
not. Are 
Miss Brown ?” 
‘No, Sir,” said Nicholas, frankly. “1 


will tell you plainly my predicament. 


you personally acquainted with 


Miss Eunice Brown was my mother’s 
but 
which took place at my birth, there was 
no intercourse with her on the part of 
our family, which consisted of my fa- 
ther and myself. My father, I ought to 
say, had no unfriendliness toward her, 


sister ; after my mother’s death, 


but his habits of life were those of a 
solitary student; and therefore he took 
keep up the acquaintance. 
He heard of her marriage, and the sub- 


no pains to 


sequent death of her husband ; rumor 
reached him of a second marriage, but 
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he never heard the name of the man 
she married in either case. My father 
lately died; but before his death he ad- 
vised me to seek this aunt, if possible, 
since she was my only living near rela- 
tion; and he told me that he had heard 
of her living in this court many years 
ago. So I have come here with faint 
hope of tracing her.” 

Mr. Manlius listened attentively to 
this explanation; and then solemnly 
walking to the door, he called in a deep 
voice, as if he would have the summons 
start from the very bottom of the house 
for thoroughness, — “ Caroline !” 

The call was answered immediately 
by the appearance of Mrs. Manlius, in 
a red dress, that put everything else in 
the room in the background. 

“Caroline,” said he, more impres- 
sively than would seem necessary, and 
pointing to Nicholas, Mr. 
Nicholas Judge. Mr. Judge, you see 
my wife.” 

“ But, my dear,” said Mrs. Manlius, 
nervously, as soon as she had bowed, 
discovering the feeble lamp, which was 
saving its light by burning very dimly, 
“that lamp will be off the what-not in a 
moment. How could you put it 
on the edge?” 


“this is 


right 
And she took it down 
from its pinnacle, and placed it firmly 
on the middle of a table, at a distance 
from anything inflammable. “ Mr. Man- 
lius is so absent-minded, Sir,” said she, 
turning to Nicholas. 

‘Caroline,” said her husband, “this 
will be a memorable day in the history 
of our family. Eunice has found a dear 
sister’s son.” 

“ Where ?” she asked, turning for ex- 
planation to Nicholas, who at Mr. Man- 
lius’s words felt his heart beat quicker. 

Then Mr. Manlius, in as few words 
as his dignity and the occasion would 
deem suitable, stated the case to his wife, 
who looked admiringly upon Mr. Man- 
lius’s oratory, and interestingly upon 
Nicholas. 

“ Shall I call Eunice down, S’prian?” 
said she, when her husband concluded, 
and conveying some mysterious infor- 
mation to him by means of private sig- 
nals. 
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t 


We have here,” said Mr. Manlius, 


now turning the hose of his eloquence 


} 


toward Nicholas, and playing upon him, 


have here a dear friend, who has 


in our house for many years. 


to us when she was in trou- 
here has she found a resting- 
feet. Sir,” 


‘ R : 
e for the soles of her 


h a darksome glance, “her relations 
orgotten her.” 
‘I must : 


Say interrupted Nich- 


it Mr. Manlius waved him back, 
kinsfolk in the 
We 


1OW 


have 
at last 
igning her 


yung scion 


illing hands of a y« 
r house. She was Eunice Brown ; 
had a sister who married a Jud 
I often heard her say; and she 
1 Mr. 


now I mu >e line, I 


lave 

narri¢ ld Starkey, 
will 
Eu lice went 


y out 


hola 


1e was cold and hun 


er in, and told Mr. Man 
ulked 


e181 
with her, 


‘re is char- 


restless expectation aunt’s ap- 


proac h. He heard enough to give a 


turn to his thoughts; and it was with 


at Christmas-Tiae. (January, 


rr 1e reflected how 


inaffected s« 
] 


the lonely woman had been dependent 
ot 
He saw in her now no longer mere- 


upon the charity, as it seemed 
ers. 
ly the motherly aunt who was to wel- 
come him, but one whom he should care 


He 


entry, and easily de- 


for, and take under his protection. 
heard steps in the 


an- 


tected the ponderous tread of Mr. M 
ius, who now opened the door, and 1 


appeared in more « ireful toilet, since 
} 


he was fur hed and smoothe 


addition o roper touches, unt) 


quite the air of a man of societ 


entered the 


ceremony 

olas’s disappointed look by say 
ly, 
“Mrs. Starkey, your beloved aun 
will appear presently and throwing 


the room, as if he would 


1 the peopl 


oo, 


this little scene, 


to himself, was ren- 
the prompt action 
with 


tened forward, 


] 


usbanded 


his critical moment, could 


the | 
At 
inkling light, like a star 

it; and Mrs. Manlius, 


} +4] a 
| WIth an astral, 


nything of erson- 
= ) 


of his relative. this 


ypeare 


somewhat g 


~ 


loomy as 
Per 


a sunrise upon 


into cheerful light 
was symbolic of 

which enclosed Nicholas and 

his aun licholas looked at Mrs. Star- 


y, W ; indeed flurried, and saw 


a pinched and meagre woman, the flow- 
, 


er of whose youth had long ago been 





1865. | Five-Sisters Court 


pressed in the book of ill-fortune until it 


was colorless and scentless. She found 


words presently, even before Nicholas 


did ; and sitting down with him in the 


encouraging presence of the Manlii, she 
uttered her thoughts in an incoherent 


Way 


‘Dear, dear! who would have said 


it? When Miss Pix came to invite us 
all to her party, and said, ‘ Mrs. Star- 
key, I’m sure | hope you will come,’ I 
mig] 


a quiet body 


thought it it be too much for such 


> 4 
as I be. But that was 


nothin o this. 


g to t Why, if here I have 
n’t got a real nephew; and, to be sure, 
it’s a great while since I saw your moth- 
er, but, I declare, you do look just like 
her, and a Judge’s son you are, too. 
Did they say you looked like your fa- 
ther, Nickey? I was asking Caroline 
do, 


if she thought my bombazine would 
i 


after all ; and now I do think I ought to 
wear my India sil 
necklace, for 


be ashamed of 


ilk, and put on my pearl 
y Nicky to 
You ‘ll go with us, 
won't you, nephew, to Miss 
a grand party ; 
to 


you 


I don’t want my 
me. 
Pix’s? I 
expect it’s o¢ 


ng to be 
and I| ‘ll go round and introduce you 
} ] “— h 7 1: } 
eople ; and how did 


creat } 
leave your father, Nicholas ?” 
“Why, aunt, did not Mr. Manlius tell 
you that he was dead ?’ 
ae er ne! 


pered M1 


all the 


said Nicholas. 


s a little short,” whis- 


s; but, hardly inter- 


rupted b answer and whis- 


Mrs. Sta ai o 


per, 

I 
headlong 
g eddies of vari- 
ous subje Meanwhile, Mr. and Mrs. 
Manlius, ha as managers, set the 


ee ; _ 4: 
little y1¢ > on e st condi- 


n the 


uge in good 


tion, wert rrying on a private under- 


toned conversation, which resulted in 


Mrs. Manlius asking, in an engaging 


4 
manne! 


1 
} 


1 
would t 


“ Eunice, dear, to 


Stay at 


you prefer 
] this evening with your 
nephew ? 
to Miss Pix, who would hardly expect 
you. 

Mrs. tark 


1 
olubl 


iuse we will excuse you 


was in the midst of a 


ntion of some private jew- 


desc1 
intended to show the as- 


1 sne 


tonished Nicholas ; but she caught the 


at Christmas -Tide. 31 


last words, and veered round to Mrs. 
Manlius, saying, 
“ Indeed, 


she expects me; and she 


expects Nicholas, too. She will be very 
much gratified to see him, and I have no 
doubt she will give another party for 
him ; and if she does, I mean to invite my 
friend the alderman to go. I should n't 
wonder if he was to be there to-night; 
and I think of it, it must be 


to be going. Caroline, have you 


now time 
got your 
things on?” 

Mrs. Starkey spoke with a determina- 
so that 


left 


tion that suffered no opposition, 
Nicholas Mr. 
alone for a moment, while the two wom- 
en 


and Manlius were 


should wrap themselves up. 
“Your aunt is unduly excited, Mr 
} ” ’ 
Judge, the 
“and it was for that reason that | 


vised she should 


said intelligence-officer ; 


ad- 
not go. She has hardly 
been herself the last day or two. Our 


neighbor, Miss Pix, — a woman whose 


character is somewhat unsettled; no 
fixed 


head regretfully ; 


shaking 


principles, Sir, I fear,’ 


his “ too erratic, con 
trolled by impulse, possessing an in- 
quisitive temperament,” telling off up- 
on a separate finger each count in 
the charges against Miss Pix’s charac- 
ter, and reserving for the thumb the 
final overwhelming accusation, — “ Sir, 
she has not learned the great French 
economical principle of Lassy Fair.” 
Miss Pix bein 
helped her up a 


her 


¢ thus stricken down, he 
yain with an apowmgy. 


s 


Sut advantages have no doubt 


been few. She has not studied politi- 
cal economy 
walk 


gazed at 


and how can she hope to 
ly ?” Mr. Manl 


— and : 
an imaginary Miss Pix wan- 


unerring 


dering without compass or guide 
“ She makes a party 


over 
the desert of life. 


; 
why! 
That is 


to-night. And Because it is 


Christmas-eve. a small foun 


Mr. 


the structure 


on which to erect 


So- 


dation, 


Judge 
of social intercourse. 


ciety, Sir, should be founded on prir 
t 


ples, not accidents. Because my house 


is accidentally « ontiguous to two others, 
I consider 


shall myself, and shall Mrs. 


Manlius consider herself. as necessaril 
bound by tl 


1e ligaments of Nature \ 
the ligaments of Nature, Mr. Judg 


ore 
> 
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I ? No, 
in this 
Nature brought 


to the dwellers in those 
Sir. I don’t know 
court beside Miss Pix. 


1ouses 
who lives 
your aunt and Mrs. Manlius together, 
and Nature brought you and your aunt 

We will go, however, to Miss 
It will gratify her. Sut your 
is excited dbout the, for her, unu- 
And now 


together 
Pix’s. 
aunt 
asion. she has seen 
I feared 
She is frail; 
She 


su il or 
you. this interview might over- 
her. but she is fair, 
Sir, if | 
very few have as much, 


Did you ever hap- 


come 
may say so. has character ; 


and I have 


seen many women. 
1 


pen to see Martha Jewmer, Mr. Judge? . 
Nichol ] 


las could 


not remember that he 
Sir, that woman has been in 
welve times. I got a place 
And why? 
id Mr 
leaned back to get a full view of char- 


acter. he 


Because 


for her each time. 


she had character”; an Manlius 


Before had satisfied himself 


to continue his reminiscences, 


Mrs. Starkey 


enough 
and returned, 


up as if they were going on a 


I 
bund 
1 
] 


ong sleigh-ride. 

“We're ready, said Mrs. 
Manlius. “ Eunice thi he 
ill,” from 
Starkey had 


S’prian,” 
will go 
the 
ith 


still, 


which was evident 


manner in which Mrs iad 9: 


of ill-assorted 


ls of which she 


ered about her a quant 
the fol 

herself to each and all 
rapid and disjointed manner; and the 
of the house, Mrs. 


led 
shutting and opening va- 


wrappers, out of 


in a 
party proceeded out 
Manlius first 

rious doors, according to some intricate 
system of ventilation and heating. 


Nicholas 


ith anxious to speak of many things, 


gave his arm to his aunt, and, 


lly slip a word into the crev- 
conversat then did 


or ing much 


tions 
» was confused 
inable to explain 


} 1} r hj mnanior ) 1 
om talk of his companion, ant 
elimpse s of the dreary 


—e ’ 
» she had led as made him resolve to 
+ } P| lenait 
» her a home that should adn 
nshine into her daily ex] 


They at 
fiss Pix’s door, for a ruddy German 


t more 
erience. 


] 


. , 
were not kept waiting iong 


irl opened it at their summons ; and, 


5 


at Christmas -Tide. (January, 
once inside, Miss Pix herself came for- 
ward with beaming face to give them a 
Mr. Manlius 
had intended making the official an- 
of the arrival of 


Christmas-eve greeting. 
nouncement the new 
nephew, but was no match for the ready 
Mrs. Starkey, who at once seized upon 
their hostess, and shook her warmly by 
the hand, pouring out a confused and 
not over-accurate account of her good- 
fortune, mixing in various details of her 
Miss 


main 


personal affairs. Pix, however, 


made out the fact, and 


to Nichol is 


hands, and 


turned 
welcoming him with both 
in the same breath congratu- 
lating Mrs. Starkey, showing such hon- 
Nicholas 
in his mind a 


est, whole-souled delight that 


for a moment let loose 
half-wish that Miss Pix had proved to be 
his aunt, so much more nearly did she 


t 
approach his ideal party 
Miss 


I The whole 
Pix’s Christmas greeting, then extricat- 


stood basking for a moment in 


ed themselves from their wrappers with 


the help of their bustling hostess, and 
were ushered into her little parlor, where 
they proved to be the first arrivals. It 
was almost like sitting down in an ar- 
bor: for walls and ceiling were quite 
put out of sight by the evergreen dress- 
ing ; the candlesticks and picture-frames 
seemed to have budded; and even the 
poker had laid 


stiffness, 


aside its constitutional 
a miracu- 
Mr. Man- 
d about him with the air of a 
ind 


and unbent itself in 
lous spiral of cre eping vine. 


lius lool 


connols 


complimented Miss 


tty room, Miss Pix,—a 
ym! Quite emblemati- 


cocked his head at some 


have my Christmas with- 
said Miss Pix. “ Christ- 
reens, you know, is the best 


ld. Is n't it, Mrs. Star- 


rs. Starkey had no need of a 


question ; for she had already started 
on her career as a member of the party, 
and was galloping over a_ boundless 
servation. 


just 


field of ol 


There was then ring ; 


another 
and Miss Pix started for the door, in 





— 
ChoOiars to come an 


lessons of me. ‘ And the 


‘I can 





34 f 
to be, in a special manner, her prime- 
minister on this evening. 

It was not long before there was an- 
other ring, and Mr. Le Clear appeared, 
who received the jiggoty Miss Pix’s 
welcome in a smiling and well-bred 
manner, and suffered himself to be in- 
troduced to the various persons present, 


when all seized the new opportunity to 


discover the names of the musical gen- 
~} 
| 


tlemen, and fasten them to the right 
Saw 
Nicholas, and spoke to him as an old 


Miss ] 


sudden- 
great alarm, and, beckoning away 


owners. Paul laughed when he 


acquain Pix was 


ly in 
Nicholas, whispered, * Don't 


tell him where the other 


world 
Like the prime-minister with a 


secret, Nicholas went back to Paul, anc 


spent the next few minutes in the trying 


task of answering leading questions with 


misleading answers. 
iid the acute Mr. Le ¢ lear 
‘the aunt is th tty 


it mMarpi 
ho has turned our 


} 


er at the bar’ 

ynversation w 
tia 

sat alacrity, 

Mr 


was talking, in easy words « 


umber. 


musical gentleme 


of Mrs. 
} 


tions to Mr. Le Clear, and, 


: , 
heard some Starkey’s 


Ww 


corner, 


ODI 
oO 


rt » 
where he favore m witl me 
dences respectin 
“You may h: Sir,” said 
he, in a whisper, “that Mrs. Starkey is 
is,” filled 


yortunity 


rot 1 t ) } 
> = 1 Lt L 


conf- 


— and he out the sen- 


—— 1S. 


tence with an expressive gesture toward 
| g 


l-balanced head. 
said Paul, 


his own wel 


“ Not at all,” 
“ She 


politely. 
: 4 
; neriodically ~.” 
IS periodically al a, 


tinue Mr 
oe V 


rnaps Call 


Mrs. Starkey, Sir, is < 


con- 
Manlius, “with what I may 
and ill-t 


pe excessive 


i 
Tovey 
voiupbiity 


] 
yvalanced 


person, rarely speaking ; 
five or six weeks, 

return with exact regulari 

- which 


think 


she is under the influence now, and her 


subject to some hidden influent 


looses her tongue, as it were. I! 


to —to orrespond 


You will 


words are not likely 
exactly with existing facts. 


-Sisters Court at Christmas -Tide. 


[January, 


} 


ve ] 


not surprised, then, at her words. 


They are only words, words. At other 


times she is a woman of action. She 


has a wonderful character, Sir.” 
“Quite a phenomenon, indeed, I 


should say,” said Paul, ready to return 


to so interesting a person, but politely 
suffering Mr. Manlius to flow on, which 
he did uninterruptedly. 

Doctor Chocker was the last to come. 
} 


Miss Pix knew his infirmity, and con- 


tented herself with mute, but expressive 
signs, un ld gentleman could ad- 


just his tri et and receive her hearty 


congratulations He jerked out a re 
sponse, which Miss Pix received with 
d 


ight as if he had flowed 


Mr. Manlius, who 
Mr. Le Clear an analysis 


freely, like now 
playin 
Nix 
read 


Manlius testified 


upon 
1olas’s character, which he had 


Virs. 


r 
ot I 


unerring accura 


with as 


"4 her continued, 
Indeed, the 


hol iS in SO unex- 


un- 
reserved ag find- 


ot his a 


pec ted 


ing 
imanner was the grand 
the four musi 
° he story in turr 
each of the others, were now en 


} 


a sort of diatessaron, in whi 


were ide to harmon 


Mr. 


pon his view, t 


accounts 


1 


lerable 


i le 
cons aimecuity 


ker insisti ] 
olas had 
found on 
Mrs 


t 9 } 
it and 


Starkey : 

Mr. Pfeiffer 
Manliu for Mrs. key 
Windgraff proj dd an 
readi1 
Dr 


ana 


by 


( 


or 
Star 


entirely new 


Chocker’s entrance ated a lull; 


cre 
the introduction, performed 
general way | the hostess, 
little i 

hoping 


and very little he 


list of names, — 
*ked 


ly,as Miss Pix dropped 


Doctor, who lo 
about inquisit 
the company in a heap into his ear- 
His eye lighted on Nicholas, 
to 
the astonishment of the company, who 
looked upon Ni 
clusively to them. A new theory was 
at once broached by Mr. Windgraff to 


his companions, that Dr. Chocker had 


went forward to meet him, 


holas as belonging ex- 
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ut the recognition ; but it 
lost credit as the Doctor began to ques- 
tion Nicholas, in an abrupt way, upon 
his presence there. 
“Did n't know I 


rain, young man,” said 


take my 


should meet you 
a lhe. “But you 


ce. 
don’t advice, eh? or you 


But I’m set- 
This is n't 


1 


wouk 

ting you a pretty example ! 

the way to study the value of words, 
r.— Mr. Le Clear ?” 

Mr. Le Clear and his fiction 

h other, and by a rapid 

of 1ified 


1n’t have been here. 


glances sig their 


oT 
extricate themselves from 
1 dangerous cut, 
the courage at 
The rest of the 

ind Mr. Man- 


ter 


las had not 
the m 
compali 
i which he 


us, DOCK 
lad just Deen ¢g ig, free of charge, to 
turned to 


“ An 


] 
] 
] 


lis n his 
im- 
anlius looked 
} 


aa Dé 


ick to him; 


oline and she 
rified curiosity. 


at the 
was irrel- 


irkey was 


actual, who 

to the words. 

en were divid- 

sn bustling 

> mystery, now 

7 “sume- 

he silence that fol- 

il friends have brought a 
le surprise for 1 1 

you explai 
phony to the performers ? 
at 


an 


once made a note of 
1 put a private mark on 


le 


Mr. Pfeif 
him for f 
hu 


lish, ex 


-eference ; while he good- 


barrassing Eng- 


Pix had 


y should produce 


mored 
p pro- 

I ‘, in which 
the pri ts were sustained by 
four stringed inst 
his friend 


toy-instruments, whic 


hich he and 


ruments, W 


s would play ; 


ile children’s 


of 
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were now busily taking out of a box, 


would be distributed among the rest of 


the company; and Miss Pix would act 


as leader, designating to each his or her 
part, and time of playing. 


The proposal created considerable 
confusion in the company, especially 
cue koo, 


when the penny-trumpet, drum, 
night-owl, quail, rattle, and whistle were 
} 


exhibited, and gleefully tried by the four 


Mr. Manlius eyed t 


penny-trumpet which was offe1 


musical friends. 


ytful a 
sacrifice his di 


with a doul *, bu 


gnity 
company. Mrs. Manlius receive 
cuckoo nervously, as if i Id } 
forth in spite of 


at Nicholas to would 


nicl 
He di 


and : 
and, at 


to take the it-owl into his perju 


hands. | take it with ere 
humor, Miss Pix’s requ 
dertook to persuade Doctor ( 

blow the whistle. He had first to 
a digest of Mr. Pfeiffer’s speech 
se & — 
1S reared, 


the ear-trumpet, and, it 
the Doctor 


have failed to bring 
without Miss Pix, who came 
] ) 


critical moment, and told 


knew he must have known how 
he was a boy, accompanied with 
persuasive frolicking that the Doct 


s consent and his 


N 


once signified hi p! 
ciency by blowing a blast into 


las’s ear, whom he regarded as 


enemy on good terms with | 

he great merriment of all. 

The signal was given, and the cor 
Miss Pix i tl 

vith anxious solicitude. 

well, th 

1 the d 


rf 


periect 


lat awai 


1looket 


assed off quite 1 


ir, who manage 


= 
pt 


one who ke 
who held the rattle 


Starkey, 


sprung it at the first sound of 


and continued to spri 
the expostulations a 


Mrs. Manlius, unable 


others 
Miss Pix’s excited gestures, tt 
her husband, and uttered the cuc 


doleful note whenever he blew his tr 


iberately at reg 


pet, which he did del 


intervals. “he effect, however, was ad- 


mirable ; an 


as the entire company was 


' 
in the orchestra, the mutual satisfaction 
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ward to Nicholas, and 
an energy which seemed to be : 
ed from every part of her system, — 


“ Are you the son of Alice Brown ? 

“Yes, yes,” said Nicholas, tumultu- 
ously ; “and you, — you are her sister. 
Here, take 


snatched one from his breast. 


this miniature”; and he 
“Ts not 
she? It is my mother. You are 
Aunt Eunice,” he exclaimed, as she 
back in her chair exhausted, but 

yut her arms 

Phat young man 

said Mr. Manl 

und in his waistcoat; w 

looked on depre¢ at 
too aware of the sa 
my wife in private, 
and now I d 


is a base im 


ind | 


I perceived 


Saw 


will remain friends, th 


not: 
Mrs. Starkey was too much bewil- 
j but 


Mr. Manlius stepped forward, having 


dered to refuse any ci 


at Chri 


his claim as 
tice. 

“ T must sti 
Sir, how it 
sembly the k 
dresses you as 
do not decli 
lius looked, 
tor Cl 
with ¢ 


ul 
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some and thankless life —for we know 


more about her position in Mr. Manli- 
us’s household than we have been at lib- 
» disclose — had, indeed, gone out 


rkness ; but the Christmas merri- 
ment, and the kindness which for one 

had flowed around her, had so 
d one little spot in her life, that, 
‘] 


r dreary her pilgrimage, nothing 


l 
stroy the bright oasis. It gave 
others, too, no less verdant ; 
this hope uppermost in her 
brain the lonely widow en- 
land of dreams. 


of Christmas 


hat the pac hyderma- 
felt of 
tm 


. 1 
intment, and tha 


the puncture 
t Miss Pix’s 
if i 


loak of selfishness in which 


} ] 


} - what 
lor what elise 


ped himself ; 


tO HIS ecno- 
aroiime, Sul pose 


nidren to the 


morrow. It’s a quarter 
1e was rather disappointed 
T ne learned 


all 


compare 


ing fellow 
om } hed hi 
Ker, Who had, in nis 


for satisfaction 


study 
r the first time now, as he 
itted to himself that Miss 


like parlor and Mrs. Blake’s 


had something that his 


ICE AND 


CHAPTER IL. 


THE ICE IN ITS GLORY. 


On this 
of Bunkers Hill we 
Harbor. Little 


1, With its blue perspective and 


17. 
Battle 
rom Sleupe 
>, lifted itself up astern 
sunshine to tell us that 
oast could have a glory 
looked at it with 
etful eyes, thinking of the 


but we 


ESO 
2 


anniversary of 


J> 


lacked ; and in the frozen little bed- 
room where he nightly shivered, in rig- 
id obedience to some fancied laws of 
health, the old man was aware of some 
kindly influence thawing away the chill 
which 


heart. 


} 


had suffered 

Nor did 

Clear toast his slippered feet 
PI 


frost-work he to 


Mr. Le 


before his 


sheathe his 


cheery fire without an uncomfortable 
misgiving that his philosophy hardly 
compassed the sphere of life. 


Christmas-eve in the court was over. 


Strange things had happened ; and, for 
Sisters had 


one night at the 


Five 
Little 


reviewing the evening, as she 


least, 
acted as one family. Miss Pix, 


drop- 


ped off to sleep, could not help rubbing 
her hands together, and emitting little 
chuckles. Such a delightful evening as 


she had had! and meaning to surprise 


others, 


l 
, . : ; " 
she had herself been taken into 


recol- 
lecting the happy union of the lone, but 
Mrs. Blake with 


age, as it were, Miss Pix must 


a better surprise still; and here, 


not lonely, a child of 
her old 
laugh aloud just as the midnight clock 
her 


in Chr 


ehborly 


was sounding. Bless ne 


ni ehe 1} — tma 
soul, she has ushered stmas- 
day with her laugh of good-will 
The 


heart 


men. whole hymn of the 
her and with it let her 


till the glorious sunshine awakes 


IMAUX. 


dear land, now all tossed into wild surge 


and crimson spray of war, which, | 


present to the 
hearts of her true children. 


Next day we dropped 


far soever away, is ever 


harbor 


int the 
into tne 


of Caribou Island, a mission-station, 


and left again on the 2oth, after a quiet 


Sunday, — Bradford having gone wi 
others to church, and come back much 


moved by the bronze-faced earnestness, 
, | ’ 


and h-voiced, deep-chested hym- 


Far 


ro. 


10 


ning of the fisherman congregation. 
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Parson 
ordinary 


1 
It took some 


rnin’ 
rning 


Thanks, 


too weak to idst. Water-f 
:meupinthose duck, and the li 


at broad, billow- nishing 


1 } - ] 
1d Dear me to the 


summe! 
Madeira. It 
in more souther: 
days in Mar h 

? 1 


and half hidden i could you tak 


’ 


a schooner lay moveless the laxness of 


» a symbol holy. 


Sleep on, man, 


stars, with dy 
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cake of all kinds is among the flattest 
things I know! Bu 
lating all shapes, even those of animat- 


here it was, simu- 


ed creatures, with the art of a mocking- 
bird, —and simulating all in a material 
pure as amber, though more varied in 
color. One saw about him cliffs, basal- 
tic columns, frozen down, arabesques, 
fretted traceries, sculptured urns, arches 
broad tables or sloping roots, 

Ss, | oulders, honey combs, 
ita of rock, gigantic birds, 
maned lions, cou 


1 iantasy of forms, < 


Shapes were 


e flecked with s 
hal =e 
lall Shadow the 
, - ersten! . a | 
w aérial purple; while, 


portions proje ted 


upper | } 


, and took its reflection, : 


le field or a 


ime cown the 


} 
mues, 


roKken 


I 
l 


ya rate computation ! 
Westerner — who, having 


g 
¢ a flock of pigeons nine 


tesy 


told of 
att ] lense 23 
miles iong, sO dense as to 


] 


noonday, 


seein 
darken the 
sun at and meeting objections 
il Yankee, magnanimous- 
favor, to “take 
from the thin- 


from a skepti 
ly offered, as a personal 
Fa mile 


outa qu irter < 


nest innot be imitated here. 


Ice and Esquimaux. 
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I must still say more than a thousand 


miles, —and this, too, the second run 


of ice! 

Captain Linklater, master of the Mo- 
ravian supply-ship, a man of acute ob- 
servation and some s¢ ience, had, as he 


] le 


afterwards told meas- 


travel of the ice, and 


me at Hopeda 
ured the rate of 
found it 

sure the) 
three or four m 


ptain Handy, looking 


nt f 
rave OF 
uncea 


tq it wer 
1d It We 


were 


observation. Now we 


and 


y the ice driven 


22d of June; we 
“yan Our return on 
4th of Aug and between these t 


Y 
) 


ahead 
pushed 
Toward the last 
, and at times 
coast. was 
ne day before our de- 
m Hopedale, August 3, thi 
intelligence arrived: 
+ out- 


sasterly wind would block 


ssing in upon the island 
an ¢ 


) 


Had one 
it two hundred 
tful if he 


it even a vestige. It 


What becomes of this ice ? 
lain in wait 


for miles 


farther south, it is doul would 


have seen 
cannot me way so quickly: a da 
amidst i isfies any one of 


} 
so mut 


stion to a sealer or fish- 
he will answer, “ /¢ szz&s.” 
replies that cheerful and con- 
fident l 


ent 


eman, Mr. Current Impres- 


sion, does n’t sink; ice floats.” 
Grave Science, too, says the same. 
I believe that Ignorance is right for 


You are 


of floating ice. 


once. becalmed in the midst 


The current bears you 
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dj 


and it together; but next morning the 
, 


, 
ice de is V aciial 


You rub your eyes, 
fact is one not to be rubbed out ; 
was, and is n't, there! No evi- 
: exists that it can fly, like riches ; 


I think it sinks. 1 have seer 


yt indeed in the very 


but so water-logged as barely 
nose out. A block four cu- 
ision lay at a subse- 
he ship, and there 

rtion bigger than a child’s 
Watching it, again, 
tolerably 


1 
well swel- 


see air-bubbles inces- 


ently, the air 
giving place to 
air, I judge, which 
vhen the process 


gone 


sufficiently 
ut drown, as men 
es f This rea- 


the tact 


ircumstanc 


informed, I 
ll of water, 


otherwise 
e-lung et fu 


> 


vandered while the light 
eturn. It wz 
+ } 


nat “day, SO 


is a gen- 
cool, so 
died sweetly, as such 
not a 
cone of silver, — silver 


The moon rose, 

magic again. But she 
ierself, and reigned in her 
jueen of the slumber-courts ; 
1it; and 
in our cabin the sleep-talk was quieted 
to ripples of murmur. 


1¢ 
1 slept, and we witl 


ri 


— Rush! 


ist the 
iwoke early. 


Rush! The water 

, close to 
On deck: 
uhead was packed from shore 


sl \ip’s sid 


ice, like a boy’s brain with 
efore a jolly gale we were 
the harbor of Belles 
days tedious. 
a sand- 
loved Words- 


here: 
ters here were 
» read and 

wood-thrush, a seal-race, a 

and a cascade. 

with 

like a meadow, beyond. 


head, 
} 


sand-beach, green grass, 
Not 


looking 
intri affair. The 


much of an 


act of 
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beach, on close inspection, proved soft 
and dirty, the grass sedge, the meadow 
- y he 
a bog. In the 


variety in 
) 


+ 


tance, 
this 
sweet, I 
think how sweet, 

Item, girl. 


ais however, and 


as a unswarded cliff- 


coast, it was laugh now to 
to the eyes 

There was one house in 
not 


Here dwelt a family who spoke 


the harbor ; another within three 
miles. 

English, 
rare in Labrador as politicians in heaven. 
The French Canadians found in South- 


ern Labrador speak a kind of skim-milk 


glish,— 


not a patois, but 


French, with a little sour-milk English ; 
the Newfoundland | 
‘Him’s good 


use 


abrad« 
for he,” and 


rians 
a very “scaly” lingo, | 
ne iid think 
one would think. 
Lindl 


her cl 


cod fish, 
mother, acceptable to 


} 


who had instructec iildren. 


of these — S——, our best social ex- 


plorer, found hes r out— owned and re 


lato, ar 
» twenty- 
PW ordswor sth. 


was her delight. | She had 


borrow ( py 
copie 

siderable portions of it with her 
hand, 


own 


and could repeat from me 


many and many a 


mory 


page. 


est ray s 


economies ; 


’ 


is quite 


But Heaven has its 
and perhaps floral “ sweetness” 
as little wasted upon the 
Beacon Street or Fifth 


Item, a bird. 


own 


desert as u 
Avenue. 

We were seeking trout, 
—only to obtain a min 
trout-marks. The | 
solemn 


pon 


now tricked in 


oat crept slowly up 


a deep, cove, Over which, on 


either side, hung craggy and precipi- 


] 


tous hills ; while at its head was a slope 


covered with Liliputian forest, 
broad brook in a 
series of y terraces. It 
perb day, bright and 
bracing enough to set the 
out them, and 
vigorous repose. 
not 
time 


through 
which came down a 
snow was 
bracing, — 
nerves 
one to a 
The 
on the 
enough for 


urging exalt 
sense of 


lingered, 


Oars 
yet 

seemed 
At length 


in leisure, silently cheerful, to a bit of 


lazily, way ; 
there 


thing. 


any- 


1 we came, calm, wealthy 








is the 


tion; and 
comparison 
I his 

ever 


etween the 


y white. 


y 

I 
S 
r 


e to glaze ove 


already struck 
method by 


man, as 
contrast, a 
I name 


his cla 


—tor we 
had 


was 


ern heavens, and 
between. 


charm. ind 


Henley Harb 


SE 


the broad si 
look of snow-w 
work. 

face, we can 
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at which the berg separated from its 
parent Here was a new effect, 


In material 


glacier. 
and one of great beauty. 
it resembled the finest statuary marble, 
—but rather the crystalline marbles of 
Vermont, with their brilliant half-spar- 
e Parian ; 


kle, than the dead polish of tl 
i this 


the form and character of 


facade suggested some fascinating, su- 


pernatural consent of chance and art, 
of fracture with sculpturesque and ar- 
chitectural design. 


the subtlest thing ever said of Turner, — 
might have been spoken even more truly 
of the workm: 


apparent finer 


in who wrought this. The 
il cannot be 


“A 


iin fracture,” said Ph——, — well. 


ess of materi 


, . 
overstated, so soft and powertul. 
k 


1 
porce! 


i 
1 porcelain! It were the despair 

On the eastern, or cylinder 

there was next the water a strip 

of intensely polished surface, surmount- 


by an elaborate level cornice, and 
above this the marble lace again. 
The schooner soon tacked 


As 


on 


turned. he 


again we pass ‘ 
the join the 
western side with this in one view, we 


are somewhat prepared by familiarity to 


dral cliff north, and 


gle its majesty and beauty, and take 
hem a single impression. rhe 
lopean wall and 


from t 
long C 
of the side, inc 
rounded, 


by 


t Gothic roof 


luding many an 


hining traceries 
facade : while the union of flower- 
ind eternal strength, the 


yftness 
Ss lve r 
peak and cave, the fringe of 
ing emerald on the ri 
flashing li 


blues and purples of deep s! 


of surface, the combina- 
f blaz- 


lve, the 


ghts contrasting with twilight 


glancing, 


1adow, and 
over all the stainless azure, : 
beryl 


these associate to 


beneath 
ill a sea of 
with sun-dust, 
] 


and around strown 
en- 
grave on the soul an impression which 
even death and the tomb, I would fain 
believe, will be powerless to efface. 
And if Art study hard and labor long and 
h the truth 


vehemently aspire to publis! 
Her task is wor- 


of this, she does well. 
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thy, but is 1 y: I thinka 
of the kind, has never been attempt 
The hei i 


mined by in 


cht « is berg was de 


but with < 
jecture only of the distance - 
hundred and eighteen feet. 


Brown, however, who went 


} 


thence formed a judgment, 


pr 
it not less than one hundred 
feet. 


moderate computa 


One naturally inclines to 


quent experience si 
ments of distance i 
most always bel 

opi 1ion that here, as sometimes i 


tics and religion, seeming mode 
may be less accurate than seeming 
cess. 

And, by the way. Noble’s des ri] ti ns 
of icebergs, which, in the al 4 


person il 


Harbor, 


de ep 


] 


caogs 


latitude 
le e} ly shelter 


and « yuld 


and « 


make it su 


ly compose 


ite pure state it is 


vivid gleams of 


, and copper-color. a 


rose, — and 
reckoned a precious st 
character of th 
but, besides thi 
quality of feldspar, the hornbl 
pears as actinolite, (ray-stone,) 


the qu: element is faintly present, or 


appears in separate masses. The purple 
of the hills is due not only to the labra- 
dorite, which has that as a stable color, 


much of tl 


but also to a purple lichen, which clothes 
| 


e rock on this coast. I foun 


also fine masses of mica imbedded in 
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t ] 11 - - ] . 
quartz, edge upwards, and so compact 
that i 
Indeed, 


ts lamination was not perceptible. 


I did not, with my novice eyes, 
1 


immediately recognize it, for it appeared 


a handsome copper-colored rock, pro- 


jecting slightly from the quartz, as if 
more enduring. 
Next day there was trouting, with a 
little, and but a little, better than the 
result. 

e next, the floe-ice poured 


usual minnow 


And on tl 
in and packed the harbor like a box of 
The 


Arctic, rock 


utterly 


below. 


sardines. scene became 
above, and ice 
Rock, ice, and three imprisoned ships ; 


wnhicn iast, in 


their helpless isolation, 


gave less the sense of companionship 


And 


the third day of July, 


than of a triple solitude. when 
next day, Sunday, 
I walked ashore on the ice with a hun- 


dred feet of water beneath, summer 


seemed a worn-out tradition, and one 


felt that the frozen North had gone out 
over the world as to a lawful inheri- 
tance. 

But the new Czar reigned in beau- 
ty, if also in terror. Yard-wide spaces 
of emerald, amethyst, sapphire, yellow- 
green beryl, and rose-tinted crystal, grew 
as familiar to the eye as paving-blocks 
to the dwellers in cities. The shadows 
of the ice were also of a violet purple, 
so ethereal that it required a painter’s 
eye at once to see it, though it was un- 
mistakably there; and to represent it 
will task the finest painter’s hand. Then 
the spaces of water between the floes, 
if not too large, appeared uniformly in 
deep wine-color,—an effect for which 
more science than I to 
attributed to contrast; 
but if thus illusive, it is at least an illu- 
not to be looked out 

No lox al 


firmly. 


one must have 
account It is 
sion of counte- 
color could 

One marvellous 
too, a dense, but translucent, 


assert 

more 
morning, 
mist hovered closely, beneath strong 
sunshine, over the ice, lending to its 
innumerable forms a 
indescribable, 


fantastic 
weird, witching 


ss 


new, 
real-un- 
and the 
ships it inclosed and we ourselves were 


real strangeness, as if the ice 


all but embodied dreams, half come to 
consciousness, and rubbing our sur- 
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gaze upon each 
The power of this mist to mul- 


prised moon-eyes to 
other. 
tiply distance was not the least part of 
its witchery. A schooner ten rods off 
looked as far away as Cadmus and 
Abraham. 

P was made happy by finding 
here a grasshopper, which subsequently 
— but 
not quite so much of a prize as he hoped, 
being probably the young of a species 


proved, however, a prize indeed, 


previously known as Alpine, rather than 
an adult identical with one found on the 
summit of Mount Washington. 

During the latter part of our duress 
here we were driven below by raw, in- 
cessant rain, and the confinement be- 
came irksome. At length, during the 
day and night of July 14th, the 
ly made 
morning 


ice final- 
the 
followed 


next 
suit. 


itself, and 
schooner 


off with 
the 
The ice, however, had not done with 
us. It lingered near the land, while 
farther out it was seen in solid mass, 
making witch-work, as usual, on the 
northern and eastern sky ; and we were 
soon dodging through the more open 
portion, still dense enough, close to the 
coast. It was dangerous business. A 
pretty breeze blew; and with anything 
of a wind our antelope of a schooner 
took to her heels with speed. Lightly 
built, — not, like vessels designed for 
this coast, double-planked and perhaps 
iron-prowed,—she would easily have 
his ada- 
the 


away ! 


been staved by a shock upon t 
The 
bow, shouting, “ Luff! 
Hard up! Hard 
voice wanting strength and his articu- 


mantine ice. mate stood at 
Bear 
down!” And his 
lation distinctness, I was fain, at the 
pinch of the game, to come to his aid, 
and trumpet his orders after him with 
my best stentorship. The old pilot had 
taken the helm; but his 
unequal to his work; and a younger 
man was sent to take his place. Once 
or twice the ship struck smaller masses 


rerves were 


of ice, but at so sharp an angle as to 
push them and herself mutually aside, 
and slide past without a crash. But a 
wind from the land was steadily urging 
the floe-field away, and at length the 
sea before us lay clear. 
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to the sea by a ship’s motior 
jestic berg, ’” came e¢ ( the air 
the wind. human voice, would not 
The berg was : of » noblest. Pic- 

ture to yourself two 


that communicat 
brought the 


unire 


give these irrita monsters the 
most immense required for a burst of ill-ternpe 
Gothic churches without transepts, each averred also that our schooner, 
with a tower in front. Place these side distance of three hundred yards 
by side, but at ju to about be rolled over, like a child’s | 
le an explodir 
would cause. 
nection bacl be suppose 1, 
front thir prodigious creations 

court notior lisport its billions of tons ir 
ral con- some! ult, it 


take 


would raise no 
ece of Northern archi- notion. 
church, how- listan 


vertically, 


de grees, spectfully, was convinced, and 
corners, resolved not to urge, indeed, so far 
Elsewhere properly might, discourage, I! 
and waving “ 
church would 


ertheless, you 


image in 


tle vain 


It was % 


ht, — sug 
u l l er listances had 
up from neath ; n all si icient, and th he previo 
casions, proximity thet j Li r than our measuremé 
not without its | ‘The . le it 
brave, an yvager, ; ir approach was to rear of tl 
more nervous about them 7 } r 


in anypot 


else. He declared 


authority, 


j s, to the court or little | 
rently on go« ment d. The nptation t 
bration imparted it I dared not; for the long 

Lit Il pe 4 at Vv s Garea NOL, 1:0 ne 10s 
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deep ocean-swell over which the skiff 


skimmed like a duck, not only without 


danger, but 
turbation, 


1 


the smallest 


and 


without per- 


broke in out here with 


such force I knew the boat would 
instantly 
The P 


of peril in his enthusiasm, and less ex- 


be swept out of my possession. 


rson, however, always rec kless 


perienced, cried, 


“In! in Push the boat in!” 


“ No, the swell is too heavy ; it will 


upon the swell! Never mind 


io ! iat” 


ized too much with him to 


answer otherwise than by laying my 
weight g 


upon the oars, and pushing si- 
lently past. The water in this bit of 


bay was some six or eight feet deep, 
and the beneath it—for the berg 


was all below — showed in per- 
fection crystalline tawny green 
which s to it under such circum- 
led around the curving 
‘astern church, with its sur- 


e, such as we had 
ing upward and upward 

ing awfulness and magnifi 
difice, myself frozen in admi- 
Parson, under high 
> | 


Ci- 
his hortative oratory 
Let’s touch it! 
Don’t be 
It’s now or never!” 


! Nearer ! 


our hands upon it 


Let’s | Ly 


faint-hearted 


now. 


m as one under the influ- 
sroform hears his attendants. 
da stone. 


His words only 

it and flutter faintly against 
like storm-driven birds agains a 
cliff at 


my ey¢ 


night 


My brain was only in 
yeballs ; and the arms that worked 
mechanically at the oars belonged rather 
to the boat than to me 

Saturated at last, if not satiated, with 


seeing, I glanced at the water-level, and 
Ss iid, 

re is heaving 

But now it was I that spoke to stone, 

though not to a silent one. 

“ Hang the surge! I’m here for an 

e balked by 


It’s not enough to see; 


iceberg, not to 


surf ! I must 
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I wish to touch 


have my hand on it! 
the veritable North Pole 
It was pleasant to see tl 


rec 


nial Parson so peremptor 
| | < 
A i 


half wilfully, not unwilling to min- 

gle the relieving flavor of this pleasure 

with the more awful delight ¢ 

pressions: said, however, at 
“] intend to go up to it, v 

found a suitable place.” 


What better pl: 


” 


“ Place ! 
desire than this ? 
I could but smile and pull 
Caution was not unneces 
“a rose and fell a number 
side the berg, beating heavy 
it with boom and hiss ; and ] 
that, if 


ii it struck sidewise, it wo 


our boat struck fair] 


1 
over and over in two sec 


her } . 
where we then were, 


of a foot or more into t] 


water-level, — or rather, it w 


ed below, with this projecti 


and had the skiff caught und 
would ] 


drown. I ha 
drown, nor to run 


any 
more intimate acqt 
Rowing along 


some 
an iceberg. 
despite the Parson’s movil 
I at length f 


jection did 


und a spot whe 
not appear. 
] 


the skiff head on, 


ward the berg ; then, 

nt, shipped tl 
into the | 
hand 


sent the boat in the sar 


, 
and 


forth my 


with all my force, not sufferin 
touch. 
“ Now me! Now me!” shouted the 


Parson, brow hot, and ey: 
“You're going to gi 
too? I 


dom !’ 


would not 1 
“Yes ; wait, wait.” 
I took 
turned its stern, where the 


the oars, got sea-room, then 
Parson sat, 
toward the iceberg, and backed gently 
in. 

“Put your hand behind you; reach 
out as far as you can; sit in the mid- 
dle ; keep cool, cool; don’t turn your 


body.” 
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yes ! I’m cool as Novem- 


with a face misty as a hot 


* Cool, oh, 

= me 
ne Sala, 
h evaporating dew. As 


bent the 


morning wit 


ind struck the ice, I oars, 


1t safely away. 


, mak- 


ible, — 


hurrah !” he shouted 


boat rock and tren 
‘adven- 


Now 


‘his, now, ‘is the 
: promised. 


get no more. 


us Over. 


£ 
lave 


haw > 
S Coole! 


iroun 


lippin 
below 
fretwork. 


mer 


ibove, 1 
ndicates for sea- 


1 


that the berg 


This 


risen 


has 
have 


must 


a 
ietacn- 


1our’s toasting 


, 
on deck and 


ded | 


‘boyish 


yy a cloud 
fool- 
, flushed me 


[T- ary 
[January, 


with some anger, —to which emotion I 
am not, perhaps, of all men least liable. 
So I stumped a little stiffly to the group, 
and said, 

‘I don't feel myself altogether a boy, 
and foolhardiness is not my forte.” 


“Well, 


. , 
Colonel, 


success is wisdom,” said the 


‘You 


have criticis 


placably. have 


ceeded, and now 
antage, l 
Another, hx 
, 

boar 


disadv own.” 


ywever, — nota braver man 
guns. 
that it 


m till I have ex- 


on ood to his 


i men say is dan- 
pert 

‘ Richt. o it stands in your mind. 
You 


ment. 


you follow your judg- 


partly so, and 


partly 


otherwis follow my judgment. 


Mere experience is but a 1 purbli ind wis- 


all. When I do 


follow 


not at all 


that, 


where eyes 


dom, after 
my own way, I still 


of its imperfections ; 


ervice, I use them, learning 


caution, not 


wer in this cas 


against the berg ; 
ith coolness and some skill” (was there 


phasis this word ski// 


on 


langer could be disarmed For 


~~ 


other danger I was ready, but did 


it. ‘*Boyish? The boyish 


I take it, is always be a 


ther ilarms. 


be kite than its tail 


pendant upon people’s 


fer rather to 
us does follow his 


own 


, . 
n of 


os Candor ; “you act as 
a Pol ir iia 
that, 


to run 


and 
some ri 


together 


ure to you to shoot a 
But | 


intimacy ith an 


also. would 
ice- 
the ship with bears.” 
nd to 
Captain 
ler, met me with, — 
‘I would as lief as not spend a week 
that berg! I fast to 
such, and lain for lepends 


the colloquy. 


below, Handy, the 


on have made 


day s. All 
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acter of 


If it’s 
sound as 


the berg. 
out! If it’s 
may go to sleep on it.” 
up to proclaim my new 
1 heed experience ; hear Cap- 
And I launched his bolt 
Censure, and saw it 
re. 
this, going and return- 
es, hundreds in all. With 
i more broken 
previously de- 
past 
hooner stood off and 
boat to 
Captain Handy’s 
upon the scull- 
Bradford worked at it like a 
e afternoon, and then direct- 
to li 


at a little 


went in the 


the berg 


scarlet, fol- 
of morning 

» breakfast, after 
lf rapture and 
ibove all, 

le, he said, 

to render 

I Ruskin’s 
“ He that is not appalled 


KALLUNDBORG 


at Kallundborg by the 


ch as state 


just per epu 


°) 


by his tasks will do nothing great.” 
But his was an April despair, after all, 
with rifted clouds and spring sunshine 
pouring through. 

Another memorable one was seen 
outside while we were in harbor, storm- 
bound. A vast arch went through the 
very heart of it, while each end rose to 
a pinnacle, — the arch blue, blue! We 
were going out to it; but, during the 
second night of storm, its strength broke, 
and beneath blinding snow there re- 
mained only a mad dance of waves over 
the wreck of its majesty. 

There was another, curiously striped 
with diagonal dirt-bands, whose fellow- 
ship, however, the greens and purples 
did not disdain. 

Another had the shape of three im- 
mense towers, seeming to stand on the 
hundred feet of 


more than a 


between. The tallest tower 
, 


much less than two hun- 


in height ; the others slightly, 


h 
l 


e 
ly, lower. This was seen 


in rain, and the purples here were more 
crystalline and shining than any others 
which I observed. 

These towers were seen on our last 
day among the bergs. In my memory 
they are monumental. They stand there, 
a purple trinity, to commemorate the ter- 
rors and glories that I shall behold no 


more. 


CHURCH. 


med !” 


Zealand Rhyme. 


sea 


sly as church may be, 


alt thou wed my daughter fair,” 


Lord of Nesvek to Esbern Snare. 
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And the Baron laughed. But Esbern said, 
“Though I lose my soul, I will Helva wed !” 
And off he strode, in his pride of will, 

To the Troll who dwelt in Ulshoi hill. 


“Build, O Troll, a church for me 
At Kallundborg by the mighty sea ; 
Build it stately, and build it fair, 
Build it quickly,” said Esbern Snare. 


But the sly Dwarf said, “ No work is wrought 
By Trolls of the Hills, O man, for nought. 
What wilt thou give for thy church so fair?” 
“Set thy own price,” quoth Esbern Snare. 


“When Kallundborg church is builded well, 
Thou must the name of its builder tell, 
Or thy heart and thy eyes must be my boon.” 


“ Build,” said Esbern, “and build it soon.” 


By night and by day the Troll wrought on ; 
He hewed the timbers, he piled the stone ; 
But day by day, as the walls rose fair, 


Darker and sadder grew Esbern Snare. 


He listened by night, he watched by day, 


He soug 


it and thought, but he dared not pray; 


| 
I 
In vain he 


And the Neck and the Nis gave no reply. 


Of his evil bargain far and wide 
A rumor ran through the country-side ; 
And Helva of Nesvek, young and fair, 


Prayed for the soul of Esbern Snare. 


And now the church was wellnigh done ; 

One pillar it lacked, and one alone ; 

And the grim Troll muttered, “ Fool thou art! 
To-morrow gives me thy eyes and heart!” 


By Kallundborg in black despair, 
Through wood and meadow, walked Esbern Snare, 
Till, worn and weary, the strong man sank 

Under the birches on Ulshoi bank. 


At his last day’s work he heard the Troll 
Hammer and delve in the quarry’s hole ; 
Before him the church stood large and fair: 


“ 


I have builded my tomb,” said Esbern Snare. 
And he closed his eyes the sight to hide, 
When he heard a light step at his side: 
“QO Esbern Snare!” a sweet voice said, 
“Would I might die now in thy stead!” 
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With a grasp by love and by fear made strong, 
He held her fast, and he held her long ; 
With the beating heart of a bird afeard, 
She hid her face in his flame-red beard. 


“QO love!” he cried, “let me look to-day 

In thine eyes ere mine are plucked away ; 
Let me hold thee close, let me feel thy heart 
Ere mine by the Troll is torn apart! 


“T sinned, O Helva, for love of thee! 
Pray that the Lord Christ pardon me!” 
But fast as she prayed, and faster still, 


Hammered the Troll in Ulshoi hill. 


He knew, as he wrought, that a loving heart 
Was somehow baffling his evil art ; 

For more than spell of Elf or Troll 

Is a maiden’s prayer for her lover’s soul. 


And Esbern listened, and caught the sound 
Of a Troll-wife singing underground : 

“ To-morrow comes Fine, father thine : 

Lie still and hush thee, baby mine! 

“Lie still, my darling! next sunrise 

Thou It play with Esbern Snare’s heart and eyes!” 
“Ho! ho!” quoth Esbern, “is that your game ? 
Thanks to the Troll-wife, I know his name!” 

The Troll he heard him, and hurried on 

To Kallundborg church with the lacking stone. 
“Too late, Gaffer Fine!” cried Esbern Snare ; 
And Troll and pillar vanished in air! 

That night the harvesters heard the sound 

Of a woman sobbing underground, 

And the voice of the Hill-Troll loud with blame 


Of the careless singer who told his name. 

Of the Troll of the Church they sing the rune 
By the Northern Sea in the harvest moon ; 
And the fishers of Zealand hear him still 
Scolding his wife in Ulshoi hill. 


And seaward over its groves of birch 

Still looks the tower of Kallundborg church, 
Where, first at its altar, a wedded pair, 
Stood Helva of Nesvek and Esbern Snare! 
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GEORGE 


ND first, let it be on record that 
i his name is GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
and not CRUICKSHANK. 
man is seventy years of age 


he earliest 


The good old 
if not more, 


lrawing | have seen of his 


2ars the date of 1799 and 


he could 
nn in his long- 
of per- 
tlthough 

blic for 
ce ntury 
nothing 
led his fa 


minutest 


been the c¢ 


id of late 


should 
hove he 
ut the 
coun- 


> Americans woul 


er with their brothers in 


] 
t 


ian after reading some long spun-out 
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book of travels by brainless Cockneys 
The laugh awak- 
droll picture hurts nobody. 
It is that ugl) 


and rankles, and 


or cynical dyspeptics. 
ened by a 
letter-press which smarts 


festers at last into a 
The 
Uz wished that his enemy had wr 


book. He could 


sand fold to 


gangrene of hatred. Patriarch 


have added te: 
1e venom < | 
tion, had he likewise expressed a wi 
that the book had been printed. 

You will be pleased to 
then, that the 
nan who serves as text for this essay 
is Cruikshank, not C 
There is an old Scottish family, I be- 


] 


lieve, of that ilk, which spells its name 


i 
} 
the 


name ol 


and uickshank. 


a ¢ before the & Perhaps the 
admirers of our George wished to give 
something like an aristocratic smack to 
his patronymic, and so interpolated the 


There is no 
in the “ Court 


objectionable consonant. 


Cruikshank to be found 


Guide,” but Cruickshanks abound. 
for our artist, he is a burgess among 


burgesses man of the people par 


vcellence, an n Englishman above 


His tra have been of the most 
Once, in the course of 
with what intent you 
hear, he went to France, 
but France did n’t 
came home again, 
ull convenient speed, 
without being clappéd up 


for sketching the gates of Calais. 


1 
crossed ne 


is not 


r since George IV. 


} 


was 
ir 


1 ° 
, on good ituthority 


ly, while in for- 


strong 


st the 


D manner in which 
te new-laid eggs, and against 


en common among the 


of wearing wooden sh 
that, 


would own to a dim 


ICS. 


am afraid even, were George 


hard pressed, he 
persuasion that a// Frenchmen wear 
shoes 4 ilso 


wooden pigtails ; likewise 


cocked hats. He does not say so in 


society ; but those who have his pri- 
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vate ear hat his faith or his de- 


assert t 


lusion goes evé 


*n farther than this, and 
that he believes that all Frenchmen eat 
: that nine tenths of the popula- 


heir living as dancing-mas- 


hat the late Napoleon Buo- 
Cruikshank 


( dor re’s 


George always 


e Corsicar name with 
was first cousin to Apollyon, and 

t, upon occasion, averse to the 
of human flesh, — babies 
tion preferred. Can you 


hat ever took so strong 
1ank belongs 

le sper ies known as 
He is 1 


He was a Whig Radical, 


ather a fos- 


when the slightest suspicion 
ism exposed an Englishman 
ly, to obloquy, to poverty, to 
es, to gyves, and to the 
lite as advanced a pol- 
iam Cobbett, and a great 
He was the 


Hone, 


ical Catechism,” —a 


a man. 


illiam who, for 


borough-mongers and 


ing, was tried three 


suc¢ essive d Vs, before 
borough, but as many 


e Cruikshank in- 
last 
with pencil and with etch- 


tted Georg 


rdently, earnestly, and at 


nst the atrocious blood- 
tiness of the ] — the la 


) from six to a dozen unfor- 


enal laws, ws 


llows in front of Newgate 


morning, often for no 
han passing a counterfei 
When the good 


boots and buckskins, 


ink was conspicuous 
Hessians the dis- 
signs of ultr 1-liber- 
is, of course, a Parliamen- 
ner in the year ’30; and he has 
ul reformer, and a 
ful one, ever since. Still is there 


veges 
hin old E 


most use- 
some- 
this brave rlish wor- 
lItype. His 
—a hearty, 


wide- 


ches the fossi 
the French 
isfavor, differin 

] 


1e¢ 
1°ed 


r 
s 


malevolence of Mr. 
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John Leech, who never missed an op- 
portunity to represent the airy Gaul as 
something repulsive, degraded, and un- 
noticed. 
George Cruikshank has 
been able to surmount a vague 


gentlemanly - I have already 


Then never 
notion 
that steamboats and steam-engines are, 
generically speaking, a humbug, and 
that the old English sailing craft and 
the old English stage-coach are, after 
all, the only modes of conveyance wor- 
Against 
exaggerated hoop-skirts he has all along 


thy the patronage of Britons. 


set his face, and seldom, if ever, con- 


descends to delineate a lady in crino- 


line. His beau-ideal of female beauty 
is comprised in an hour-glass waist, a 
skirt that fits close to the form, a san- 
dalled shoe, and very long ringlets ; 
whereas tight lacing, narrow skirts, san- 
dalled shoes, and ringlets have been 
banished from the English modes any 
time these fifteen years. Those among 
George’s critics, too, who are sticklers 
for exactitude in the “abstract and brief 
chronicle of the time” complain that his 


dandies always wear straps to their tight 


, | 
that their 


pantaloons in lieu of pegtops ; 
vests are too short and their coat-col- 
lars bell- 
gold-knobbed 


canes with long tassels ; and that they 


too high; that they wear 


crowned hats, and carry 


are dressed, in short, after the fashion 
of the year one, when Brummell or Pea- 
Green Haynes commanded the fon. It 
is obvious that the works of an artist 
who be 


with the perpetual changes of a capri- 


has refused to indoctrinated 
cious code of dress would never be very 
popular with the readers of “ Punch,” — 
a periodical which, pictorially, owes its 
the and 
skill displayed by its draughtsmen in 


very existence to readiness 
shooting folly as it flies and catching 
the manners liv ing as they rise, and pil- 
lorying the madness of the moment. 
Were George Cruikshank called upon, 
for instance, to depict a lady fording a 
puddle on a rainy day, and were he 
averse (for he is the modestest of art- 
ists) to displaying too much of her an- 
kle, he would assuredly make manifest, 
beneath her upraised skirts, some ante- 


diluvian pantalet, bordered by a pre- 





<a 
hed 


Adamite frill. But the keen-eyed Mr. 
Leech would be guilty of no such an- 
achronism. He would discover that the 
mysterious garments in question were 
ofttimes encircled by open-worked em- 
He would find out that the 
wore Knickerbockers. 
Ex- 


broidery. 
ladies 
And 


aggerate 


SOMETIMES 


this is what the ladies like. 


their follies as much as you 


, 
please ; but be ti 


| ; 
fully act 


wo ) you, if you wrong- 


You may sneer at, 


you may < you may castigate 


them for what they really do, but beware 
of reprel ding them for that which they 
l Even Sir John F 


have never done. 


staff revolted at the imputation of 
kissed the 


net 
st 


keeper’s daughter. 


ing 


sermon agai crinoline, be it ever so 


1 
fulmi 


smiling 


finds ever an attentive and 
but 


nating, 


congregation ; venture to 


iinst bonnets — 


to 


1 ] 
coai-scuttie 


really 


pre 


ich ag 


have taken 


lies 
and your hearers would 


yulpit and hang the 


hough foreigners 
houg!] ener 


won r ine 


may ex- 
who for 
front 


it a designer, 


ress 


so many years has been in the 


rank of English humorous artists, should 


never have contributed to the pages ot 


our leading humorous periodical, aston- 
ishment may be abated, when the real 


state of the case, as I have endeavored 


to putit,is known. George Cruikshank 


is at once too 


good for, and not quite 


up to tl *‘Punch.” His 


works 


> mark of best 


have always been his etching 


on steel and copper ; and wonderful ex- 
amples of chalcographic brill 


rilliance and 


skill those etchings are, — many of them 
surpa ‘allot, and not a few of them 
(notably illustrations to Ainsworth’s 


”) rivalling Rem- 


of 


“ Tower of London 


brandt. ie nature these en- 


| be impossil 


From tl 


gravings, it woul le to print 


them at a machine-press for a weekly 
issue of fifty or sixty thousand copies. 
George has drawn much on wood, and 
his wondrous wood-cuts — xylographs, 
if you wish a more pretentious word — 
to “ Three 
“ The Odd Volume,” “ The Gentieman 


in Black,’ 
losophy in Sport,” and “The Table 


Courses and a Dessert,” 


Grimm’s “ Fairy Tales,” “ Phi- 
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Book,” will be long remembered, and 
are now highly prized by amateurs ; but 
his minute and delicate pencil-drawings 
have taxed the energies of the very best 
engravers of whom England can boast, 
—of Vizetelly, of Landells, of Jackson, 
of Thompson, and of Thurston. George 
Cruikshank would never suffer his draw- 


ings on wood to be slashed and chopped 


about by hasty or incompetent gravers ; 
and although the ateliers of “ Punch” 
are supplied with a first-rate staff of 
wood-cutters, very great haste and very 
little care must often be apparent in the 
nor should 


weekly pabulum of cuts ; 


such an appearance excite surprise, 
when the exigencies of a weekly publi- 
cation are remembered. The “ Punch” 
artists, indeed, draw with a special ref- 
that which they know their 
Mr. Ten- 
niel’s cartoons are put on wood precise- 


ly as they are meant to be cut, in broad, 


engravers can or cannot do. 


firm, sweeping lines, and the wood-en- 


to sc oop out the 


graver has only white 
interstices between the network of lines ; 
Mr. Leecl 
pen-and-ink-like 


: mai oa 
whereas dashed a bold 
sketch and trusted to 
the xylographer, who knew his style well 


and of old, to produce an engraving, 


tant bien que mal, but as bold and as 


dashing as the original. The secession, 
for reasons theological, from “ Punch” 
of Mr. Richard Doyle, an event which 
took place fifteen 


(how quickly time passes, to be sure !) 


some years since, 


was very bitterly regretted by his litera- 
ry and artistic comrades ; and the young 
man who calmly gave up something like 
a thousand 
sake lost 


the re spect 


pounds 
nothing, but g 


a* 


a year for conscience’ 
1ined rather in 
and admiration of society. 
But the wood-engravers must have held 
high carousal over the defection of Mr. 
Doyle. 


a crucial experiment. 


To cut one of his drawings was 
His hand was not 
sure in its touch; he always drew six 
lines instead of one; and in the por- 
trait of a lady from his pencil, the ago- 
nized engraver had to hunt through a 
Cretan labyrinth of faces before he found 
the particular countenance which Mr. 
Doyle wished to be engraved. 

I have strayed away, perhaps unpar- 
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To 
whose only ludicrous prophet is 


" 
Foncl } 
unchn i 


donably, from George Cruikshank. 
those 


1e may be comparatively lit- 


tle known. But in the great world of 


pictorial art, both in England and on 


the Continent, he worthily helds an illus- 
trious place. His name is a household 
s countrymen; and when- 
hopeful displays ever so 

ptitude for caricaturing his 
‘+, or giving with slate and 

| the facetious side of his grand- 
p and spectacles, he is voted 

1ous suffrage of fireside 


Cruikshank.” 
have heard 


a “regular 
nection | 


e him 
sometimes called “ Crookshanks,” which 


1 CC 


I apprehend, even a grosser 


h his name than in the case 
lditional ¢c, — “ Crookshanks” 
igly a reference, and not 
entary one, to George’s legs. 
idmirable artist and good man 
was the son of old Isaac Cruikshank, in 
his day a famous engraver of lottery- 
tickets, securities in which the British 
public are 
mitted to i 


ow no longer by law per- 
vest, but which, fifty years 
since, made as constant a demand on 


and 
thousand 


s art as, in our time 


the 


engrave! 
1, is made by 


joint-stock banks whose picto- 
omises-to-pay fill, or should prop- 
j ir pocket-books. The abili- 
ties of Isaac were not entirely devoted 
to the lottery; and I have at home, 
from his hand, a very rare and curious 
] execution of Louis XVI, 

1atory diagram beneath of 


f the guillotine. George 


urliest pencil - drawings 
I have remarked, before 
but he 
to gain reputation as 


ntury drew breath ; 


upon copper towards the 
—the 
hom he has adhered 


er of Napoleon I., 
with 
jocular, animos- 


albeit 


natural successor of 


ity. He was 

James Gillray, the renowned delineator 
of “Farmer George and Little Nap,” 
and “ Pitt and Boney at Dinner,” and 
hundreds of political cartoons, eagerly 


bought in their day, but now to be found 


George Cruikshank in Mexico. 


cy 
J/ 
only in old print-shops. Gillray was 
a man of 
Although 
livelihood, his drawing was splendid, — 
wellnigh Michel-Angelesque, — but al- 
ways careless and oufré. 


vast, but misapplied talents. 
he etched caricatures for a 


He was con- 
tinually betting crown-bowls of punch 
that he would design, etch, and bite in 
so many plates within a given time, and, 
with the assistance of a private bowl, he 
almost always won his bets; but the 
punch was too much for him in the long 
run. He went mad and died miserably. 
George Cruikshank was never his pu- 
pil; nor did he ever attain the freedom 
and mastery of outline which the crazy 
old reprobate, who made the fortune of 
Mr. Humphries, the St. James’s Street 
print-seller, undeniably possessed ; but 
his handling was grounded upon Gill- 
and atten- 
tive study of his works he must 
that treatment. 
that rotundity of light and shade, and 
that general “ fatness,” or morbidezza, of 
touch, which make the works of Gill- 
ray and Cruikshank stand out from the 
coarse scrawls of Rowlandson, and the 


ray’s style; and from early 
have 


acquired boldness of 


bald and meagre scratches of Sir Charles 
Bunbury. Unless I am much mistak- 
en, one of the first works that brought 
George into notice was an etching pub- 
lished in 1815, having reference to the 
exile of the 
Helena. 


detested Corsican to St. 
But it 
first made a decided mark. 
liam 


that he 
For Wil- 
was in per- 
petual opposition to the powers that 
were — remark- 
able series of illustrations to the 


was in 1821 


Hone —a man who 


he drew on wood a 
scur- 
rilous, but perhaps not undeserved, sat 
ires against King George IV., called, 
“The Political House that Jack Built,” 
«5 Slap at Slop,” 
all of them having direct 


“The Green Bag,” 
and the like, — 
and most caustic reference to the scan- 
dalous prosecution instituted against a 
whom it is difficult to 


woman of say 


whether she was bad or mad or both, 
but who was assuredly most miserable, 
—the unhappy Caroline of Brunswick. 
George Cruikshank’s sketch of the out- 
raged husband, the finest and stoutest 
gentleman in Europe, being lowered by 
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means of a crane into a pair of white 


Ls } 


Sage? To his dismay, George Cruik- 


orv ¢ 


} 1 
COOKS, 


pantaloons suspended between the 


! 


his bed, was inimitably droll, 
learly disloyal. But disloyalty was 
mable in the year "22. 

the his- 
1 but 
istory of his works, of his innumerable 
sketch- 


and humor- 


r twenty years afterwards 


the artist’s career is the 


ustrations to books, and the 
comic panoramas, 


he published on his own 


I am not 
Cruikshank, : 


} . 
Keepin 


of Mexic« 


stand-point in his life, 

l nt of a monthly magazine 

“George Cruikshank’s Omni- 

F this | » sole illustra- 
Laman 


mnibus,’ 


lsor Castle 
Johannot. W 
the 


lilustratec 


famous master 
L“ Don Quix- 
Boiteux ” of Le 


shank found a competitor as eccentric as 
himself, as skilful a manipulator of rem 
acu, the etching-point, and who drew 
incomparably better than he, George 
Cruikshank, did. He gave up the me- 
dizval in disgust; but he must have 
hugged himself with the thought that 
he had already illustrated Charles Dick- 
that tl 


* Oliver ) 
Frenchman, powerful as he was, could 


ens’s e 


Twist,” and 
o come near him in that 
ig of “Fagin in the Con- 

Again near 
ed, and George Cruikshank still waves 


e° 
his 


twenty years have pass- 


Ithuriel’s spear of well-ground steel, 
bl An old, 


man, he is still strong and hale. If 


and still dal 


old 


es in aquafortis. 


you ask him a reason for his thus rival- 


ling Fontenelle in his patriarchal green- 


ness, for his being able at threescore 


and ten pictures, (witness that 


colossal 


ing of the “ Triumph 
of Baccl to make speeches, and 
head of his company as 
a Ca} i lunteers, he will give you 


at once nd because. He is the 


zealous, most conscientious, 
1 - 1 7 + +} 

vulnerable of total ab- 

ners. 


1 


here were days when he took 
tobacco: witness that portrait of ] 


1im- 
self, smoking a very long meerschaum 

in “ Love’s Triumph,” etched about 
-e were times when he heard 
nidnight, and partook of 


1 17 


; ht” wl } 
wile waucht’ which 


en, when they have formed 
each 


upon chairs, 


table, hiccough- 


r 


are bound to take 
‘auld lang syne.” But 


hank has 


done wit 

as with bird’s-eye and 
For many years he has neither 
J smoke l. H 


e is more thana 
he is an apostle of temper- 
wild, grand perform- 
tle” and “ The Drunk- 
—the first quite Ho- 


His strange, 


garthian in 
fell 
shops. I 
shank 


its force and pungency, — 
among the gin- 
um afraid that George Cruik- 
would 


like thunderbolts 


not be a very welcome 





cr, 


(rcorce 
° 


Soll = 
listillery, 


at 
it 


ix Booth’s « or 


ind Perkins’s brewery. For, 
eranted, the sage is a little in- 
No peace with the Fiery Mo- 


wsons Tinfaime /” T hese 
He 
£ the ntiect dronr f beer 
i e€ scantiest arop oi beer. 


of 


eS. would deprive the 
“the right 
Bottle,” 
ring a gallon of 

ron your wife, and dying 
irium tremens. Vhave 
opinions concerning cider, 
or effervescing sarsaparilla, 
but I ir ine that each 


those uted harmless 


re u i 
enter into his /udex 


‘Water, water, 


every- 
1 dre p f ak ohol] to 
is he would quote Cole- 
furious against tobacco 
James in his “ Coun- 

» mind of the old 

ith 


learn to draw 


VS W 


the 


his pious rage against 
with a to the 


, he 


versions of 


view 
cent ration 
the Giant- 


Charles 


»3 ve 
I S riie 
xh to ask 


men, 


corps. 

I 
s were 
him five 
iS Te- 
ing men 
nifested 


r, drank 
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a most munificent and hospitable Don 
he was, — took me out one day in the 
month of March last to visit a hacten- 
da or farm which he possessed, called, 
if I remember aright, La Escalera. I 
repeat, we had a hard morning of it. 
We at 


ous Mexico the ground at early morn, 


rose six, — and in mountain- 


even during summer, is often covered 
| 


ne 


I looked out of t 


saw the lea 


with a frosty rime. 


window, and when I ves 


of the 


a 
which 


trees glistening with som thing 
was sof dew, and Popocat 


Iztaccihuat!l mantled with 


and 
snows in the distance, I shivered. 
cup of chocolate, a tortilla t 

dle-cake of Indian meal, and a paper 
cigar, just to your fast, and 
then to horse. Do you know 


or thin 
a 

break 
To horse! 
to be 


what it is, being a poor horseman, 


stride a full-blood, full-bred white Arab, 
worth ever so many hundred esos de 
oro, and, his flowing and 
tail, and small, womanly, vixenis 
beautiful to look 


r, like many other beauteous cre 


with his mane 


h head, 


upon, but wl in 


tempe a- 
incarnate 
had 


of a French general. 


have known, is an 


The Arab they gave me 


tures I 
fiend ? 
been the property 
I vehemently suspect that he had been 
dismissed from the Imperial army for 


f 


tdron through one of 


biting a chef d’es 
] kboots, or kicking in three of the 


vis jac g 
+ . : eT ee Ty} 
ribs Of a maréechal des logis. That was 
har« 


streets of Mexico are execrably paved, 


1 enough, to begin with. Then the 


and the roads leading out of the city 
are full of what in Ireland are termed 


ies,” to wit, holes; and my Arab 
bit. whenever he met an « quine 
brother, and especially an equine sister, 


on the way, of screaming like a 


pos- 
sessed Pythoness, and then of essaying 
However, with 


of which 


hind legs. 
— out 
ill, even though you 


to stand on his 
a Mexican saddle you 
can scarcely f had 
to 
and a pair of spurs nearly as big 
Catharine-wheels, the Arab and I man- 
aged to reach the Church of Our Lady of 


a mind it,—and Mexican stirrups, 
ig as 


i 
I 


Guadalupe, five miles out, and thence, 
over tolerably good roads, another five 
miles, to the Escalera. I wish they 


would make Mexican saddles of some- 
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else besides wood very thinly man lighted a puro, one of the biggest 
with leather. How devoutly of Cabaiia’s Regalias; and serious and 
for the well-stuffed pig-skin solemn puffing then set in. It was a 
ark! We hi: hour or memorable breakfast. The A dministra- 
hard work riding about the lor, or steward of the estate, had evi- 
n we reached the farm, watch- dently done his best to entertain his 
process of pulgue patron the Don with becoming ma i 
cence, nor were potables as dainty as 

¢ to furnish forth the 

ly 

ie 4 

I never could stom- 


ue for those 


milk of human u 
combines the odor of a 
been turned into a grog- 
tr lavor of rotten eggs. 
here was wine of Burgundy and wine 
of Bordeaux; there was Champagne: 


these three from the Don’s cellar in 


Mexico, and the last cooled, 


not with 
ulgar ice, but with snow from the sum- 
petl, snow 


] 
> days ol 


while a 


pota- 
rse nothing to do with our 
farm-house 

fa having seemingly 
Vatican, each man 
re he 
a trundle-bed ra hammock, or 
the Adminis- 
and gleefully 
an enormous bowl 
‘the remains of the 
ywrandy and the pisco, 
ice this time, — and 

and slices 

the which he 

concocted during our slumber. 
drained this, —one gets so thirsty after 
breakfast in Mexico, -and then to horse 
a twelve miles’ ride back to 
| 1 I omitted to mention two or 
attacked the three little circumstances which gave 


bacor. When cottee was served, each zest and piquancy to the entertain- 
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When we arrived at the Aaci- 
enda, although servitors were in plenty, 
I fed 


adldr 
addressed 


ment. 


unsaddled and his 
j 


ana 


each cavalier 


own steed ; when we 
ourselves to our ses/a, every one who 


iid + find 
dqdid nt find a 


double-barrelled gun at 

lof his bed took care to place 
ided revolver under his pillow. For 
j | 


dents will happen in the best-regu- 


ilies; and in Mexico you can 
ell at what precise moment Ca- 
De upon you. 


ick to the sempre leal y in- 


yn, when the sun was at its 


ibout three o’clock in 
no joke Baking is not 

word, nor boiling, nay, nor 
1ething which is a compound 
might express the sensation 
Don 
the ortho- 


felt. Fortunately, the 


ted on my assuming 
cool lin- 


xican riding- ostume: 


cut 


Turkish fashion; over 
id with just sufficient buttons 
res! 


I 
athern «¢ 


vective holes to swear by, 


hapareros or overalls ; mo- 


rocco slippers, to which were strapped 


-wheel spurs; no vest; 
; a round jacket, with 
; anda 


vned felt hat, with an enormous 


doubloons for buttons 


might have made 


which 


and have stricken 


snvious, 


to the soul of a Chinese 
This brim kept 
and then, by way of hat- 


but thick 


h prevented 


the sun out 
was a narrow, 
n or “pudding,” whic 
he rays of Sol from piercing through 
nd boiling your brains in- 
The of 


and the accoutrements of 


of whole 


fact of the 


your horse to boot, being embroidered 
with silver and embellished with golden 
bosses, thus affording a thousand tan- 
gents for Phcebus to fly off from, rather 
detracted from the coolness of your ar- 


} 


ray; but one must not expect perfec- 


1 


tion here below. Ina stove-pipe hat, a 


shooting-coat, and riding-cords, I should 
»d much more from the heat. 
I confess, that, when I reach- 
he Calle San 
was exceedingly thankful. I 


have suffer 
As it was, 
ed hon e, in t 


hom Francisco, 
Mexico, I 
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am not used to riding twenty-four miles 
I think I had a warm bath 
in the interval between doffing the cha- 
pareros and donning the pantaloons of 
every-day life. 1 think I went to sleep 
on a sofa for about an hour, and, waking 


in one day. 


up, called for a cocktail as a restora- 
tive. Yes, Madam, there are cocktails 
in Mexico, and our Don’s body-servant 


I think 


I declined, with thanks, the 


made them most scientifically. 
also that 
Don’s customary invitation to a drive be- 
fore dinner in the Paseo. Nor barouche, 
nor mail-phaéton, nay, nor soft-cush- 
ioned brougham delighted me. I felt 
very lazy and thoroughly knocked up. 
The Don, however, went out for his 
drive, smiling at my woful plight. Is 
it only after hard riding that remorse 
succeeds enjoyment? I was left alone 
in his great caravansary of a mansion. 
I wandered from room to room, from 
corridor to corridor, — now glancing 
through the window-ja/ousies, and peep- 
ing at the c/zvas in their ridosos, and 
the shovel-hatted priests in the street 
below creeping along on the shady side 
of the way, — now hanging over the gal- 
lery in the inner court-yard, listening 
to the horses stamping in their stables 
tethers against the 


rattling their 


mangers, listening now to the English 


or 


grooms as they whistled the familiar 
airs of home while they rubbed their 
charges down, and now to the sleepy, 
plaintive drone of the Indian servants 
loitering over their work in the kitch- 
ens. Then I wandered back again, — 
from drawing-room to dining-room, from 
bedchamber to boudoir. And at last I 
found that I had crossed a bridge over 
another court-yard, and gotten into an- 
other house, abutting on another street. 
The Don was still lord here, and I was 
free to ramble. More drawing-rooms, 
more bedchambers, more 
chapel, and at last a library. 
are not plentiful in Mexico. 
many shelves, was a goodly store of 
standard literature in many languages. 
Here Prescott’s History of the 
Conquest, translated into choice C astil- 
jan, and Sefior Ramirez his comments 
Here was Don Lucas Ala- 


boudoirs, a 
Libraries 
Here, on 


was 


thereupon. 
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Lankh 7 VT. ; 
SHANR til Lh EXICO, 


1 
i WOTKS 


How 
printed? Who ever 


read, 


‘ } . 
it, who ever 


those cloudy 
Lord 


Mexican 


in dog Latin? Here was 
borough’s vast work on 


the work his Lordship is 


} 


e 


o have ruine 1imself in pro- 


Di 


nd tl 
g,and the 


and Macaulay, and 


1 
kens, 
British 
Waverley Novel 


kery, 


Dy 


Sover's ( 


mine own writing: 


ccu. 


point 
attired, wit 
the tailor, a 
spection of Sam Sharp, hi 
v 


fashions. 


to be all hi 


journe, 


ind 1 


[January, 


Dictionary, and whose proficiency in 
ash-patter was honored by 
poetic celebration fron 


and Cl 


] 


argot and fi 


Byron, Moore, 
iristopher North, but whom I re- 
member, when I was first climbing into 
ld 
Lud- 
pr blisher, by the way, of 

*“ Acting Drama” 
of D Gy, 


pointing, some of 


public life, a decrepit, broken-down o 


man, Mr. John Cumberland, of 


to 


nitlais 


and 
} i 
hich la 


able dramatic criticisms 


y ;) 


* Life 


5 ' ! } 
language are appended,) 
, 


reasonably, that 


a 


‘ } 
-vea 


attain 


. , * 
KnOW Who wrote ti 
7 3 
Pi Eg 
the author; for he 
ght of i 
popularity ; 
l ) 


with 


ie 


rce an 


couid 


1e1 a vik 


1oOus 


and any 
his hame 
been sure to sell. 
ris was very 
some obscure 
s describing tl 


Fren¢ 
i 
Rul 


it crafty Mr. Ci 


es of the 

im 
the success of his enter- 
the services of George 
lustrator. had 
ho had caught some- 


George 


uch and manner, but 


him in illustrating 


humorous genius, and 
“ Life 
Paris” 


ted 


London”; | 


yut “ Life in 
own : 


Was 


s and he undertook a 
in to 
make sketches. 


now before 1 


to France order 


1 
ind 


ne in twenty- 


nettes 


on 
of 


wood, 


(of not 
and ‘ 
i George can aqu 
crowded 
playing the unmistakable 
le Cruikshankian vim 
The re 


inimitat 


and 
Dick Wildfire being 
1 the aid of the friseu? and 


i > 


and under 


n- 
Yorkshire 

Parisian 
Dick and 


the sneering i 


IS 


alet, according to 


=> 


mY 
Vext 


the latest 


we have 
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fleton (an Irish 


ymenading in the ¢ 


es 


’. next, “real 


adven- 


sardens 


life” in 


ries of the Palais Royal; next, 


i 


Lie 


\ 


Captain, Lady Halibut, and 


a. 


10n 


“enjoying a lounge 


To these su 


a dinner at 


on the Ital- 


cceed a 
Véry’s r4 


his companions “ smashing 


a 


} 


he Captain “ payil 


I 


) 


spree by lamplight” ; 


ig their 


air Limonadicre at the 


olonnes”; Dic 
tain toa Hon 
his valet “ 


‘Life bel 


» Squire 
Combat of z 


". D 


k intro- 
» et Noir 
showing 


1ind the 


* enjoy- 
Animals, 


ick and 


indemonium, 


ill its 
or tl 
atacomi 

or I 

Gall 
Caf, 

fe on 

in the S 


El 


the Halibuts wi 


in 


51] +] 


Bil 


. ' ” 
their g@iory 


glory” ; 
1e Hali- 
: Life 
Jick and 
ry of the 
ad Enfer, 
Tiptoe, 


] .e 
aions de 


Loui 


same, with Dick, 


tnessing 


; and, 


liard-Room, or 


au fai to the 


ustrations are 


They « 

h so di 
ind w 
but such 
the 


of a ] 


ertainly 
stinctive 


h he 


hic 
a touch 
shadows 


late are 


» intent of an aquatint en- 


-acaer may ¢ r 


may not 


ra draw- 


is much 


*] 


in these pictures to delight the Cruik- 
shankian connoisseur, — infinite variety 
in physiognomy, wonderful minuteness 
and accuracy in detail, and here and 
there sparkles of the true Hogarthian 
satire. 

But a banquet in which the plates 
only are good is but a Barmecide feast, 
after all. The letter-press to this “ Life 
in Paris” is the vilest rubbish imagina- 
ble, —a farrago of St. Giles’s slang, 
Tottenham Court Road doggerel, ig- 
norance, lewdness, and downright dul- 
ness. Mr. John Cumberland, of Ludgate 
Hill, took, accordingly, very little by his 
motion. The “ Life” fell almost stillborn 
from the press ; and George Cruikshank 
must have regretted that he ever had 
anything to do with it. The major part 
of the impression must years ago have 
been used to line trunks, inwrap pies, 
and singe geese ; but to our generation, 
and to those which are to come, thi 
sorry volume will be more than ; i 
osity: it will be literarily and artisti- 
cally an object of great and constantly 
increasing value. By the amateur of 
Cruikshankiana it will be prized for the 
reason that the celebrated Latin pam- 
phlet proving that Edward VI. nev- 
er had the toothache was prized, al- 
though the first and last leaves were 
wanting, by Theodore Hook’s Tom 
Hill. It will be treasured for its scar- 
city. To the student of social history 
it will be of even greater value, as the 
record of a state of manners, both in 
England and France, which has whol- 
ly and forever passed away. The let- 
ter-press portraits, drawn by the hack 
author, of a party of English tourists 
are but foul and stupid libels; but 
their aquatint portraits, as bitten in by 
George Cruikshank, are, albeit exagger- 
ated, true in many respects to Nature. 
In fact, we were used, when George IV. 
was king, to send abroad these over- 


dressed and under-bred clowns and 


> was concerned) ur 
4S a monster panorama 


feet long, representing the funeral procession of the 


Duke of Wellington. It was published by the well 
known house of Ackermann, in the St: 1; and 


the writer regrets to say that the house went bank- 


rupt very shortly afterwards 
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Mohawks, — whelps of the squirarchy 
and hobbledehoys of the universities, — 
Squire Gawkies and Squire Westerns 
and Tony Lumpkins, Mrs. Malaprops 
and Lydia Languishes, by the hundred 
and the thousand. “ The Fudge Fam- 
the Mrs. 
Ramsbotham read nowadays like the 
most but 
a blot in 
the times which gave them birth. It 


ily in Paris” and letters of 


outrageous of caricatures ; 


they failed not to hit many 


was really reckoned fashionable in 1828 
to make a visit to Paris the occasion for 
the coarsest of “sprees,” —to get tipsy 


at Véry’s, —to “smash the glims,” — to 
parade those infamous Galeries de Bois 
in the Palais Royal which were the com- 
mon to 


the gendarmes, and, indeed, the 


haunt of abandoned women, - 
beat 
first Frenchman who happened to turn 
up, merely on the ground that he was 
But l 
have changed since then, as 


well as England and the English. 
the only countries in the 


a Frenchman. France and t 


French 


1€ 


Are 


th world 


thnese 
whose people and whose manners have 
volte-face half 


from 


less than 
it I 
ver day, a work 
called “ Salmagundi,” and that 


turned within 


I declare tl read 


beginning to end, the ot 


a century? ) 
] 
I could 
not recognize in one single page any- 
thing to remind me of the New York 
of the present day. Thus in the en- 


gravings to “Life in Paris” are there 
barely three which any modern Parisian 
admit to i 


truthful 


would possess any 


reference to Paris life a 


eople certainly continue to di! 


I 

Véry’s ; but Englishmen no longer 

ipsy there, no longer smash the p 
In lieu 


billiard-rooms, the resort of du 


or kick the waiters. 
) 


sharpers, there are magnificent saloor 


containing five, ten, | sometimes 
twenty billiard-tables. The Galeries de 
Bois have been knocked to pieces these 


thirty years. The public gaming-houses 
have been shut up. There are no lon- 
ger any brutal dog-and-bear-baitings at 


There is no 


longer a Belle Limonadicre at the Café 


the Barritre du Combat 


George Cruikshank in Mexico. 


(January, 


Mille Belles 
ives (if I may be permitted to 


Colonnes. Limona- 
use 


one of the most inelegant, but the most 


expressive, of American colloquialisms) 
The Cat 


long since been shut to strangers 


icombs have 


The 


are ” play ed out.” 


Caveau exists no more. O] 
scarcely remember the | 
The Fé/e of St. Louis 

Louis XVIII., as 
of July, 


There is but one 


dead 
Fétes of 


nation 


as the Re public. 
festival now, 
August, 


There 


—and that is on the 1sth of 
] 


and in honor of St. Napoleon 


are no more “glims” to smash; the 


old oil veverbéres have been replaced 


by show) gas-lamps, a id the sergents 
de ville would make short work of any 


roisterers who attemy to take lib- 


erties with them. Paris of 


the 


dead ; but the 


Restoration and 
mean George 
prosperous gentleman. 
I brought the book away 
1 the way down 
Cuba, I 
to New York; and it is in Boston with 
me now. i , 


from Mexico, al 


Cruz, and so on to 


B is not mine. The Don 
did not even lend it to me. I had only 


his permission to take it from the libra- 
ry to my room, and turn it 


over there ; 
but when I was coming away, that same 
body-servant, thinking it was my 
pac ked it 
my portmanteau ; al 


iscover his mistake and my 


prop- 
erty, carefully among tl 
clothes in 
not d 
rain until I was off. I met 
for | 

a book 


am cons 
it some pt 
least medita 

ission of a felony. 

coming to the States 

I must show him that I 

a fraudulent bailee. 

at all events, my fill of pleasure from 

the and I hope that George 


Cruikshank will live to read what | 


book 4 


have written ; and God bless his hon- 


est old heart, anyhow! 
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Ill. 


once only, thus far, the 


; _ and 
water has frozen in my tent ; and 
norning showed a dense white 

ie. We have still mocking- 
rosebuds and 


rickets and 


lay baths in the river, 
‘flies have vanished, as 
ve observed in Fay- 

I have be en here 
eks without a rainy day ; 
rht showers there have 
rrupting a drill, but never 
For climate, by day, we 
x the isles of Greece, — 
be my constant familiar- 
mes of her sages which 


impression. For instance, 


l, near my tent, - 
got the im- 

1 to the valid- 
should come 

as they used 

| | rather encour- 
*s, because it 
‘m. “ Now, 


} 


ig SW iin the oth- 


et me one good 
l, especially the 
Afterwards I 
bridegroom’s friends 
match. 
in all the 


in’s gwine 


' 
good 


he goddess 
dy than she 
evious career 
his naturally 
eC at 


rain. 
I found 


iving, 

ety among the officers 
of desertions, that be- 
the “ Hunter Regi- 

\ near- 

d recov- 
One of the 


} 
ibsentees. 


—NO. 87. 5 


very best things that have happened to 
us was the half-accidental shooting of a 
man who had escaped from the guard- 


house, and was wounded by a squad 


sent in pursuit. He has since died ; and 
this very evening, another man, who es- 
caped with him, came and opened the 
door of my tent, after being five days 
in the woods, almost without food. 

clothes were in rags, and he was nearly 
starved, poor foolish fellow, so that we 
can almost dispense with further punish- 
ment. Severe penalties would be wast- 
ed on these people, accustomed as they 
have been to the most violent passions 
on the part of white men; but a mild 
inexorableness tells on them, just as it 
does on any other children. It is some- 
thing utterly new to them, and it is thus 


far perfectly efficacious. They have a 


great deal of pride as soldiers, and a 
very little of severity goes a great way, 
if it be firm and consistent. This is 
very encouraging. 

The single question which I asked 
of some of the plantation-superintend- 


ents, on the voyage, was, “ Do hese 


people appre late justice ?” 
that all 
When a 


that point, it 


If they 


did, it was evident the rest 


would be easy race is de- 


eraded beyond must be 
very hard to deal with them ; they must 
mistake all kindness for 
all strictness for cruelty. 


indulgence, 
With 


such 


these 


freed slaves there is no trouble, 


not a particle: let an officer be only 


just and firm, with a cordial, kindly 
ture, and he l 
The 


teachers have the same experience, they 


na- 
has no sort of difficulty. 


plantation - superintendents and 


say ; but we have an immense advantage 
in the military organization, which hel 


in two ways: it increases their self- 
, 


respect, and it gives us an admirable 
machinery for discipline, thus 


ing both the fulcrum and the lever. 


improv- 


The wounded man died in the hospi- 


tal, and the general verdict seemed to 
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be, “Him brought it An- 
died of pneumonia on the 
and we had the 
the evening. 


on heself.” 
other soldier 
same day, funerals in 
It was very impressive. 
1 dense 


d mist came up, with a moon 
behind 


it, and we had only the light of 
pine-splinters, as the procession wound 
along beneath the 
branches of the 
around 


mighty moss-hung 
= 7 . _ 


ancient grove. The 


groups 


the grave, the dark fa- 


the red garments, the scattered 
ts, the misty boughs, 


’ 
were weird 


and strange. The men sang one of 
their own wild cha Two 


Sang also, one on 


little 


when the three volleys were 


not cease their monotone, 


the graves. Just before the coffins were 


ispered to me 


lowered, an old man wl 
that I must have their position altered 


L¢ 
t} 


1 
— tne neacs mt 


} 


was done, 
so veiled in 


setting sun will find 


reing, within the « 
wance of tents, al 


cook-hous«¢ 


meti 


mes 


mecd- 


» now 

Our agere- 
from four hundred 
} 


ired 


and forty, 
uits now waiting 
ve prac- 
vements 
rosperous. and 
; . ] 4 
six weeks since 
. 
Beaufort, I rode 
1 at several camps, and dined 


with the General. 


elance 
It seemed absolute- 
ly like reéntering the world; and I di 


an Officer's 


cy 

Fournal, [January, 
not fully estimate my past seclusion till 
it occurred to me, as a strange and nov- 
el phenomenon, that the soldiers at the 
other camps were white. 


Fanuary 8.— This morning I went 
to Beaufort again, on necessary busi- 


ness, and 1 


by good luck happened upon 
a review and drill of the white regi- 
ments. The thing that struck me most 
was that same absence of uniformity, 
in minor points, that I noticed at first 
in my own The i 
ments in the Department are re] 


} 
-d amon 


officers. best regi- 


resent- 
iptains and lieutenants, 

represented, too; yet it 
1 labor to bring them to 
their drill. There is 

is, for’ the prescribed 
proach perfec tion: it is 


what place 


discretionary in 
} 


, or in what words 
s order. All variation 
Yet 


varies 


AF 
to imply negligence. 
‘int occasionally 
ics,” is, for instance, in 

officers to face down 
when each is giving his order 
Mas- 


done. 


e. In our strictest 
giments this is not 
t's eye t nake a 
small 

merely r of punc- 
the more perfec a battal- 
ion is drilled on the parade-ground, the 
i in be handled in 
the great need of 
that, in the 1 


companies, and even 


ac- 
uni- 
field, sol 


liable to be 


. ° . ; 
and a diversity of orders 


rything into confusion. 
Bull Run. 
at the 
the rattling and 


oniusi¢ 


ins 


I wished men review to- 


llery and the galloping of 
only one infantry 
at we have not practised, 
and that was done by only one regi- 
] 


id apparently considered quite 
a novel ough it is easily taught, — 


} 


forming square by Casey’s method : for- 


ward on centre. 
, 


It is really just as easy to drill a reg- 
iment as a company, — perhaps easier, 
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one has more time to think; 

is just as essential to be sharp 

cisive, perfectly clear-headed, and 

into the men. A regiment 

ull when one has learned how 

it, a mere handful of men; 

ve no doubt that a brigade or 

l ion would soon appear equally 

small, But to handle either judiciously, 
—ah, that is another affair ! 

i it is as easy to gov- 

a school or a facto- 

ls like qualities, — system, 

i tact; moreover, 

uid of the ad- 

nery of the army, so that 


succeed 


lence, 

e has the 

ordinary men who 

six months’ armistice 

nd the thought is de- 

I cannot believe it, yet 
— 

ery anxious about 

f se poor people. 

ience of Hung 


tions may go backward ; 


iry, one 


Finjustice seems so deep- 
whites, that it is 


possibilit: of any- 


m the 
the 
1ot yet hope that 
President’s Procla- 
For myself I can 
here 


experience 


is now 
must soon 


ced. But it 
his regiment 


themsel ve Ss did 
very much, because they 
1.3 


{ten tol: hat they 


y were 
ly on New-Year’s Day, and, 

1 in politics, they do not 
lo, the impor- 
But 


} 
rwards 


ruar 


inty. 
hem aft 


very effectively, as usual; and then I 


them to hold up their hands 


pro Ose 1 to 
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and pledge themselves to be faithful to 
those still in bondage. They entered 
heartily into this, and the scene was 
quite impressive, beneath the great oak- 
branches. I heard afterwards that only 
one man refused to raise his hand, say- 
ing bluntly that his wife was out of sla- 
very with him, and he did not care to 
fight. The other soldiers of his company 
were very indignant, and shoved him 
about among them while marching back 
to their quarters, calling him “ Coward.” 
I was glad of their exhibition of feeling, 
though it is very possible that the one 
had to 
stand alone among his comrades might 


who thus the moral courage 


be more reliable, on a pinch, than some 
But 
the whole response, on their part, was 


who yielded a more ready assent. 


very hearty, and will be a good thing 
to which to hold them hereafter, at any 
time of discouragement or demoraliza- 
tion, — which was my chief reason for 
proposing it. With their simple na- 
tures, it is a great thing to tie them to 
some definite committal; they never 
forget a marked occurrence, and never 
seem disposed to evade a pledge. 

It is this capacity of honor and fidel- 
ity which gives me such entire faith in 
them as soldiers. Without it, all their 
religious demonstration would be mere 
sentimentality. For instance, every one 
who visits the camp is struck with their 
bearing as sentinels. They exhibit, in 
this capacity, not an upstart conceit, but 
a steady, conscientious devotion to du- 
ty. They would stop their idolized Gen- 
eral Saxton, if he attempted to cross 

beat contrary to 
the 


I have 
m. No feeble or incompetent 
The officers tell 
many amusing instances of this fidelity, 


orders : 


this. 


} 
could do 


but I think mine the best. 

It was very dark the other night, — 
an unusual thing here,—and the rain 
fell 
rub! 


in torrents ; so I put on my India- 
er suit, and went the rounds of the 
I can 
only say that I shall never try such an 
experiment again, and have cautioned 
my Officers against it. 


sentinels, incognito, to test them. 


*T is a wonder 
I escaped with life and limb, — such a 
of bayonets and clicking of 


cnarging 





68 


un-locks. 


2 Sometimes I tempted them 
by refusing to give 2ny countersign, but 


offering them a piece of tobacco, which 
they could not accept without allowing 
me nearer than the prescribed bayonet’s 
distance. Tobacco is more than gold to 
them, and it was touching to watch the 
in their minds ; 


struggle but they always 


u 
t I 


aid 
perst 
to crush all his 


one fell stroke, told me stoutly that he 


eir duty at last, and I never could 


ude them. One man, as if wishing 


inward vacillations at 


} } than 
r used tobacco, thou 


oh I found next 


t he loved it as much as any one 


m. It seemed wrong thus to tam- 


per with their fideli yet it was a vital 
matter to me to know how far it could 
be trusted, out of my sight. It was so 


itensely dark that not more than one 


r 1 had talked 


] ’ salle 
lk, especially 


or two knew me, even a 


n India-rub- 


] ] hl 
always disguise 
1; 


. , 
to distinguls!i 


>i1 
scovery ; they 
simpering 
} +} 


ne ommers 


: 
vealed 


ksburg,” I repeated, blandly, but 

ritatively, endeavoring, as zealous- 
as one of Christy’s Minstrels, to as- 
similate my speech to any 
dilection ot the Ethiop vocal organs. 


suppose d pre- 
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“Halt dar! Countersign not cor- 
reck,” was the only answer. 

The bayonet still maintained a posi- 
tion which, in a military point of view, 
was impressive. 

I tried orthogra hy, 
threats, tobacco, all in vain. 


persuasion, 
I could 
not pass in. Of course my pride was 
up ; for was I to defer to an 


al 


untutored 
African on a point of pronunciation ? 
Classic shades of Harvard, forbid! Af- 
fecting scornful indifference, I tried to 
edge away, proposing to myself to enter 


the 


my elocution would be 


camp at some other point, where 

better appreci- 

ated. Nota step could I stir. 

“ Halt!” shouted my gentleman again, 
holding me at his bayonet’s point, 
I wincing and halting 

explained to him the extreme ab- 

this proceeding, 


to the 


state of 
leed, S] oke for i 

could h irdly he ir eat 
k, and requested permi 


A 


UT 
id spent an hour in try- 
into a 


tl 


country tavern, 
ght of 


imately 


1e coldest i 


ni 
at occasion I ult 
uck midway in tl 


1€ Win- 


~ad in a temperature of 


heels in a temperature of 
with a heavy window-sash pin- 
e small of my back 


How- 
| got safe out of that dilemma, 


an end to this 


he corporal of the guard,” said 


nity, unwilling either 
it or to yield my 

onito. 
“Corporal ob de guard !” he shout- 


ed, lustily, “ Post Number Two!” 


while I could hear another sentinel 


laughter. This last was 
} 


rd, ] laced over a tent, with 


in charge. 


Presently he 
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“Who am dat?” 
“ Am 


he asked, in a stage 
buckra_ [white 


L 


whisper. he a 
man]? 
“ Dunno whether he been a buckra 


or not,” responded, doggedly, my Cer- 


berus in uniform; “but I ’s bound to 


keep him here till de corporal ob de 


guard come. 


Yet, 


when that dignitary arrived, and 
Number Two 


if ~ 
myseH, poor 


transfixed with terror, 
to look for nothing less 


iate execution. Of course 


is fidelity, and the next day 
before the guard, 


him to his captain ; 


him 
: 


and 
ir was very good for them 


' Satan himself should 
in darkness and storm, 
him for ‘de 
witl spec ial 


Cunnel,” 

severity. 

3 In many ways the 

ature of this people shows 
> just had to make a change 
a company which has con- 

plained, and with gvood rea- 
t and improper treatment. 


otmmecers 


t have been as- 
m; and yet they sent a 
evening, in a 


“We ’s 


ter wretchedness. 
i Cunnel ; 


1 dis 


evening, 
» could n't bear it, to lose 
e Lieutenant, all two to- 
nent was useless; and 
back on the general 
I knew what was best for 
had much more effect ; and 
ite the instance of anoth- 
hich had been much im- 
*w Captain, as they read- 
So with the promise that 
be 


one thing 


icers should not ** $av- 


was the 
I assuaged their woes. 
hours have passed, and | 


g¢ most merrily all 
company-street. 

notice how their griefs may be 
ike those of children, mere- 


y by permission to utter them: if they 
can tell their sorrows, they go away hap- 
even without asking to have any- 

1 ibout them. I observe also 


ne 
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a peculiar dislike of all intermediate 
control: they always wish to pass by 
the company officer, and deal with me 
personally for everything. General Sax- 
ton notices the same thing with the 
people on the plantations as regards 
himself. I suppose this proceeds part- 


ly from the old habit of appealing to 


the master against the overseer. Kind 


words would cost the master nothing, 


and he could easily 


\ 
( 


put off any non-ful- 
filment upon the overseer. Moreover, 
the negroes have 
tutional 
it is perhaps as much as they can do to 


acquired such consti- 
distrust of white people, that 
rust more than one person at a time. 
Meanwhile this constant personal in- 
tercourse is out of the question in a 
well-ordered regiment ; and the remedy 
for it is to introduce by degrees more 
and more of system, so that their imme- 
diate officers will become all-sufficient 
for the daily routine. 

It is perfectly true (as I find every- 
body takes for granted) that the first es- 
sential for an officer of colored troops is 
to gain their confidence. But it is equal- 
ly true, though many persons do not ap- 
preciate it, that the admirable methods 
and proprieties of the regular army are 
equally available for all troops, and that 
the sublimest philanthropist, if he does 
not appreciate this, is unfit to command 
them. 

Another childlike attribute in 
men, which is less agreeab 


these 
e, is a sort 
of blunt insensibility to giving physi- 
cal pain. If they are cruel to animals, 
for instance, it always reminds me of 
children pulling off flies’ legs, in a sort 
of pitiless, untaught, experimental way. 
Yet I should not fear any wanton out- 
rage from them. After all their wrongs, 
they are not really revengeful ; and I 
would far rather enter a captured city 
with them than with white troops, for 
But 
for mere physical suffering they would 
The cruel 


they would be more subordinate. 


have no fine sympathies. 
things they have seen and undergone 
have helped to blunt them; and if I 
ordered them to put to death a dozen 
prisoners, I think they would do it 
without remonstrance. 
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c Ss more 


Yet their religious spirit grow 
beautiful to with 
it is certainly far more so than 


at first, when it seemed rather a mat- 


me in living longer 


them : 
ter of phrase and habit. It influences 
them both on the negative and the pos- 
That is, it 
feminine virtues first, 


itive side. cultivates the 


makes them pa- 


This is very ev- 


ient, meek, resigned. 


ident in the hospital; there is nothing 


of the restless, defiant habit of white 
invalids. Perhaps, if they had more 
better. 
habit 


in through ev- 


ot this, they would resist d iS€ 


Imbued <rom childhood with the 
submission, drinking 


pore tha her-wo 


= ' ae 
everything. us 1 expected 


} 


am relieved to find that th 


rthens t the 


em On 
a4 


gives zeal, energy, daring. 
hey could easily be made fanatics, if 
ose ; but l not noose. Their 
mood i Mohamme- 
and its 


ikness ; 
sympathy t! 
“‘urkish command, hat is, a sort of 


sympathetic admiration, not tending to- 


ereement, wards coépera- 
s often the 
1; and our dear 


re all natu- 


geon declares 
scenacent 
al 


yugh and 

r our men 
“a Gospe 
rs. They 
he chaplain, 


peyvinninyg 
"vas - 
admission. 


y trom pst 


type of cha 
er creed. 
ne for rest; 
into the night, where 
} 


qaown, mm 


out 


nal stars shut concave 


protection, over glimmering 


tent- 


to me the sense of strength 


the yet 
camp, and Orion. hangs above my 
door, giving 


1 assurance which these simple chil- 


n obtain from their Moses and the 
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Prophets. Yet external Nature does its 


share in their training; witness that 


poetic 
always reminds me of the “ Lyke-Wake 


Dirge” 


most of all their songs, which 
in the “ Scottish Border Min- 
strelsy” : — 


Fanuary 14 of the mil- 


itary qualities of 


In speaking 


I 
 s ‘mere 
the blacks, I should 


add, th: he only point where I am 
disappointed 


raised by the 


is one I have never seen 


incredulous news- 


most 


paper critics, namely, their physical 


condition. They 


often look magnifi- 
cently to my gymnasium-trained eye ; 
and 
when bat} ing, 


lar dev 


I ees 1:1 P 1 : 1 
always ike to observe them 


such splendid muscu- 


lopme nt, se ff by that smooth 


coating of adipose tissue which makes 
them, like the South-Sea Islanders, ap- 


pe ir even more Nn 


Their skins are 


uscular than they are 
also of finer grain than 
those of whites, the surgeons say, and 
smoother and far 


certainly aré more 


free from hair Their weakness is pul- 

pneumonia and pleurisy are 
their besetting ailments ; they are easily 
“11 } ] . a] + . . as 
ill, and easily cured, if prompt 
gain. 


than 
arently; and double-quick 


ly treated : childish organization a 
Guard-duty injures them more 
whites, ap] 


movements, in choking dust, set them 
badly. But 


remembered that 


coughing then it is to be 


their sickly 


this is 
season, from January to March, and 


ir healthy season will come in 
when the whites break down. 

ynviction of the physical su- 
periority of more highly civilized races 
i c on the whole, not weak- 
As to avail- 
ability for military drill and duty in 


“ned 


ened, by observing them. 


other respects, the only question I ev- 
er hear debated among the officers 1s, 
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whether they are equal or superior to 
whites. I have never heard it sug- 
gested that they were inferior, although 
I expected frequently to hear such com- 


os 
isty or unsuccessiui Of- 


¢ I am sure, that their 
ialities will I e wasted by merely 
rrison duty. They 

uliarly fitted for offensive op- 
and especially for partisan 
dash and 
irces, combined with 


so much 


lian-like knowledge of the 
These traits 


been often illustrated 


ind its ways. 
in expedi- 
r deserters. For instance, 
ne of my best lieutenants 
with a squad of 
plantation, 
two 


hey went by 


were separate negro 


night, and the 
ivided. The lieutenant took 
ts, the 


sergeant the other. 
had ] ; 


nad i 


lieutenant reached 
man 

ls, innocent 

sergeants 


i) ) 
us cdescrives 


in one of the negro houses. 
heard 


appeared in 


not a sound was 
voice outside 
the door, he 
{ re d legs be- 
person was 
quarters 

and the 

und. This was man- 
eant Prince Rivers, our 
who is provost-sergeant 
ce of the pris- 

ily policing of the 
man of distinguished 
and in times was the 
hman of Beaufort, in which 
Beauregard 


he once drove 


is plantation to C 


harleston, I 
belies They vell me that he was once 
to present a petition to the 


South Carolina in behalf 


51] 
allow 


Governor of 
of slaves, for the redress of certain 


grievances ; and that a placard, offering 
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two thousand dollars tor his recapture, 
is still to be seen by the wayside be- 
tween here and Charleston. He wasa 
sergeant in the old “ Hunter Regiment,” 
and was taken by General Hunter to 
New York last spring, where the chev- 
rons on his arm brought a mob upon 
him in Broadway, whom he kept off till 
not a 
white officer in this regiment who has 


the police interfered. There is 
more administrative ability, or more ab- 
solute authority over the men; they do 
not love him, but his mere presence 


He 


writes well enough to prepare for me a 


has controlling power over 


them. 
daily report of his duties in the camp: 
if his education reached a higher point, 
I see no reason why he should not 
command the Army of the Potomac. 
He is jet-blac k, or rather, I should Say, 
qwine-black ; his complexion, like that 
of others of my darkest men, having a 
sort of rich, clear depth, without a trace 
of sootiness, and to my eye very hand- 
some. His features are tolerably regu- 
lar, and full of command, and his fig- 
ure superior to that of any of our white 
officers,— being six feet high, perfect- 
apparently in- 
His 


gait is like a panther’s; I never saw 


ly proportioned, and of 
exhaustible strength and activity. 
tread. 


such a No anti-slavery novel 


has described a-man of such marked 


ability. He makes Toussaint perfectly 
intelligible ; and if there should ever be 
a black monarchy in South Carolina, he 
will be its king. 

Fanuary 15.— This morning is like 
May. 


a butterfly ; 


Yesterday I saw bluebirds and 
so this winter of a fortnight 
is over. I fancy a trifle less coughing 
We hear of other stations 
nortal- 


in the camp. 


in the Department where the 


e 
hiefly from yellow fever, has been 
frightful. Dr. 
hands professionally over the fearful 
tales of the surgeon of a New York 


ity, ¢ 
— is rubbing his 


regiment, just from Key West, who has 
had two the 
“1 suppose he is a skilful, highly edu- 


hundred cases of fever. 
“Yes,” he respond- 
“Why, he had 


”as if that proved his 


cated man,” said I. 
ed with enthusiasm. 
seventy deaths! 
superiority past question. 
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January 19. marched as if it were so. They knew 
well that they were marching through 


g proud as a king on his thr 
le Sir Richard Tyrone.” throngs of officers and soldiers who had 


them all ro 
y that Sir Richard fe ! drilled as many months as we _ had 
-d with his following drilled weeks, and whose eyes would 


spy out every defect. And I 


L. said once 
] 


sO goo must say, that, on the whole, with a few 
pt mock-turtle ; trivial exceptions, those spectators be- 
fficers declare that nothin haved in a manly and courteous man- 
x as real war, except some ex-__ ner, and I do not care to write down all 

To-day, for the first time, the handsome things that were said. 


Whether said or not, they were de- 


| there is no danger that 


an 
our men ll not take sufficient satis- 
faction in tl good appearance. I 


is fulfilled: was especially amused at one of our 


Athou- recruits, who did not march in the 


} 


one black as a coal!” ranks, and who said, after watching 


look back on twenty he astonishment of some white sol- 
for they liers, “De buckra sojers look lil 

ry polished an who been-a-steal a sheep that 

suppose, sheepish. 


} 


it,and is, | 
f h 


\fter passing and repassing throug 
the town, we marched to the parade- 

the futu ground and went through an hour’s drill, 
mbet forming squares and reducing them, and 
h tl ! I ts, ma 1” DY doing other things which look hard on 
paper and are perfectly easy in fact; 

and we were to have been reviewed by 


General Saxton, but he had been unex- 


pectedly called to Ladies Island, and 
did n -e us at all, which was the on- 


mar the men’s enjoyment. 
marched back to camp, (three 
miles,) the men singing the “ John Brown 


Song,” and all manner of things,—as hap- 


» can well conceive. 


oning, before I close, 
have just received an article 


‘Negro Troops,” from the Lon- 


on “ Spectator,” which is so admirably 
true to our experience that it seems as 
if written by one of us. I am confident 
that there never has been, in any Amer- 
ican newspaper, a treatment of the sub- 
every man; ject so discriminating and so wise. 


.2 A > +". 3 
accustomed fidelity, aided Fanuary 21 [To-day broug 


] 
} 


spontaneou from Major-General Hunter and 
all their melod L by General Saxton’s invitation, 
arrive” in the Dep 


d them at dress parade, 
lidn’t see but they came during battalion drill, 


Ebry step was rather to my dismay, and we were caught 
-a-dollar.”. And they all in ourold clothes. It was our first re- 
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view, and I dare say we did tolerably ; 
but of course it seemed to me that the 
men never appeared so ill before, —just 
ulways thinks a party at 
yuse a failure, even if the guests 
one is so 
keenly sensitive to every little thing 
wrong. After review and 
Hunter made the mena 
h, at my request, and told 
wished there were fifty 

*m. General Saxton 

hem afterwards, and said that 
1 were on their 
The men 
th the Generals lustily ; and 


complimentary 


as one one’s 


own 


seem to enjoy it, because 


that voe 
that goes 


ll, General 


muskets 


colored troops. 


afterwards, 


new that the regiment could 


1 
tppearea 


nearly so well as on 
to Beaufort. 1 suppose I felt 
like some anxious mamma whose chil- 
} have acrid 


dren entally appeared at dan- 


~1Ing-scl ool in their old clothes. 
General Hunter promises us all we 
want, pay when the funds arrive, 
iff and blue 
rs. Moreover, he has graciously 


ited that on an 


muskets, 


Springfield rifl 


we should go 


THE 


\ LITTLE more than two centuries 
i igo the site of New York City was 
bought by its first white owners for twen- 
ty-four dollars. The following tabular 
statement exhibits the steps of its pro- 
gressive settlement since then 

Year Year 


if 


814,254 
1,000,000-F 
faking the first census as a point of 
departure, the population of New York 
doubled itself in about eleven years. 
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73 
expedition along the coast, to pick up 
cotton, lumber, and, above all, recruits. 
I declined an offer like this just after 
my arrival, because the regiment was 
not drilled or disciplined, not even the 
officers ; but it is all we wish for now. 


“ What « 
Forty pounds will marry me,” 


are I how black I be? 


quoth Mother 
will marry us 


Goose. Forty vounds 
to the American Army, 
past divorcing, if we can only use them 
well. Our success or failure may make 
or mar the prospects of colored troops. 
But it is well to remember in advance 
that military success is really less satis- 
factory than any other, because it may 
depend on a moment's turn of events, 
and that may be determined by some 
trivial thing, neither to be anticipated 
nor controlled. Napoleon ought to have 
won at Waterloo by all reasonable cal- 
All that one 
can expect is, and to 
take with equanimity the fortune of war.* 


culations ; but who cares ? 


to do one’s best, 


to the record of more active service, 


The 
ount of an expedition up 


the ust be abandoned next 


* In coming 
Jou 


AMERICAN METROPOLIS. 


During the first century it increased 
a little more than tenfold. It was dou- 
bled again in less than twenty years ; 
the next thirty years quadrupled it ; and 
another period of twenty years doubled 
it once more. Its next duplication con- 
the shorter term of eighteen 
It more than doubled again dur- 
ing the fifteen years preceding the last 


sumed 
years. 


census ; and the four years since that 
census have witnessed an increase of 
nearly twenty-three per cent. This final 
estimate is of course liable to correction 
by next year’s census, but its error will 
be found on the side of under-statement, 
rather than of exaggeration. 

The property on the northwest corner 
of Broadway and Chamber Street, now 
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occupied in part by one of Delmonico’s 
restaurants, was purchased by a New 
York citizen, but lately deceased, for 
its present value is 
A single Broadway lot, sur- 


the sum of $1,000: 
$125,000. 

veyed out of an estate which cost the 
late John Jay $500 per acre, was recent- 
ly sold at 


} 


purcha 


auction for $80,000, and the 
r has refused a rent of $16,000 
per annum, 


purchas 


or twenty per cent on his 
noney, for the store which he 
has erected on the property. In 1826, 
the estimated total value of real estate in 
the city of New York was $64,804,050. 
reached a total of 


,196,652, thus increasing more than 


it had 


ld within the lifetime of an ordinary 


business-generation. In 1826, the per- 
sonal estate of New York City, so far as 

1») 
COU 


d be arrived at for official purposes, 
d to $42,434,981. 
imate of this class of property-values 
192,000,161. It 


mount 


In 1863, the 


thu 
thus 


had more 
juadrupled in a generation 
most 


Let us 
sort ] Bene he cite f New % | 
rsively about the city of New York at 


statistics are eloquent 
look dis- 


ich illustration. 


: ar . , 
irious periods of her career since the 


ig of the present century. I shall 


ssume that a map of the city is every- 


, . } - ‘ } 
wre ait ble, and he reader 
lintance with 


that 
general acqu the 
physical and political 
United States. 

Not f 
tury, W 


was the n 


eography of the 


> 


ur from the beginning of the cen- 


ll Street, as its name implies, 
| 


rthern boundary 


y ol the city 
of New York. The present north boun- 
lary of civilized settlement is almost 
ntical with the statutory limit of the 
city, or that of the island it There 
is no perceptible break, though there 
are gradations of compactness, in the 
foot of the 
Park. Beyond the 
Manhattanville, 
take up the thread 


pulation, and carry it, among 


ttle 


se + 
SCLUICS 


district between the 


island and Central 


Park, Haarlem Lane, 


and Carmansville 
of civic p« 
houses and 


netropolitan lamp-posts, 


quite to the butment of High Bridge. 
It has been seriously proposed to legis- 
late for the annexation of a portion of 
Westchester to the bills of mortality, 
and this measure cannot fail to be de- 
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manded by the next generation; but 
for the present we will consider High 
Bridge as the north end of the city. 
Let us compare the boundary remem- 
bered by our veterans with that to 
which metropolitan settlement has been 
pushed by them and their children. In 
the lifetime of our oldest business-men, 
the advance wave of civic refinement, 
convenience, luxury, and population has 
travelled a distance greater than that 
from the Westminster Palaces to the 
hulks at the Isle of Dogs. When we 


1e population of the Amer- 


! 
j 


} 


ler that tl 


conside 
ican Me tropolis lives better, on the aver- 
age, than that of any earthly capital, and 
that ninety-nine hundredths ofall oursuf- 
fering poor are the overflow of Great Brit- 
ain’s pauperism running into our grand 
channels a little faster than we can di- 
rect its current to the best advantage, — 
under these circumstances the advance 
made by New York in less than a cen- 
tury toward the position of the world’s 
more 


metropolis is a important one 


than has been gained by London be- 


Julius Caesar and the 


tween the time of J 
present century. 
excellent business-man 


I know an 
who was born in his father’s aristocrat- 


Holborn 


Another friend 


ic residence in Beaver Street. 
is as aristocratic now. 
of mine still living, the freshest of sex- 
agenarians, told me lately of a walk he 
took in boyhood which so much fatigued 
him, that, when he was a long way out 
in the fields, he sat down to rest on the 
steps of a suburban hospital. I guessed 
Bellevue ; but he replied that it was the 
New York Hospital, standing in wha 
we now call the lower part of Broad- 


North Pearl Street. 


way, just opposite 
No part of the Strand or of the Boule- 


vards is less rural than the vast settled 
the New York Hospital 
It stands at least four times 


district about 
at this day. 
farther within than it then did beyond 
the circumference of New York civiliza- 
tion. I 
of its relative situation early in the 


remember another illustration 


century, 
Stone, who excused himself from his 


a story of good old Doctor 


position of manager by saying, that, as 
the infirmities of age grew on him, he 
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New York Hospital so fz write in November) 200,000 have de- 
the country that he should barked here. Of these 425,000 immi- 
l, if he stay ed, to keep “a | 


horse grants, 40 per cent have stayed in the 


‘ 
city. Of the 170,000 thus staying, 90 
New-Yorkers,recognized among per cent, or 153,000, are British sub- 
ing and active men, can recollect jects; and of these, it is not understat- 
Houston Street was called North ing to say that five eighths 


are depen- 
use it was practically the dent for their livelihood on physical la- 
ry of the settled district. bor of the most elementary kind. By 
emember the swamp comparing these estimates with the tax- 

Me eager his nowthe list, it will appear that we have pushed 

of Canal Street; some re- our own inherent vitality to an extent 
crossed other parts of the of forty millions increase in our taxable 
oards, and how tide-water property, and « ontributed to the support 
made a separate island of of the most gigantic war in human an- 
ed 

the city. Young men _ into our grand civic digestion a city of 


north ern and much the _ nals, during the period that we receiy 


Saturday -afternoon British subjects as large as Bristol, and 


schoolfellows incorporated them into our own body 
other day politic with more comfort both to mass 


ntry,” batl and particles than either had enjoyed at 
hor 

7 re still some people who re- 

gard the settlement of countries and the 


nt Farm, selection of great capitals as a matt 


1yvesant Park, of pure romantic accident. Philoso- 


h 
id most elegant phers know, that, if, at the opening 

ds open to the New York — the Adamic period, any man had ex 
l ye of the best- witha periect kr 1owledge of the wi 
city, in every physical geography and the laws of na- 


have been 


younger men tional development, he would 
as the ut- able to foretell @ f 


» wave of civil- all the ereatest capital It i l 


us. IS Law 


7 the situations of 


ive boyshaveseen as fixed as that defining the course of 
e pitched ina va- matter in the line least resistance, 

where now the _ that population flows to the level where 
Hotel stands, at the en-_ the t l 


best livelihood is most easily ob- 


brute motives of food and 


le mile of palaces, inthe tained. The 


ern, and western direc- raiment must govern in their selection 


of residence nine tenths of the human 
affirm, that, since the race. A few noble 


¢ 


enthusiasts, like 
» science of statistics, those of Plymouth 


Colony, may leave 
as ever multiplied immortal footprints on a rugged coast, 
1+ 1 See ] a, ee 

ilth, and internal re- ee ring old civilization for 


a new 
ihood with a rapidity 


uttle with savagery, and abandoning 


, 
ywn by New York. comfort with conformity 


for a good con- 
irs made great science with privation. Still, had there 
ut her means of been back of Plymouth none of the tim- 

and happy ber, the quarries, the running streams, 
the natural avenues of inland communi- 


> of numbers. During cation, and to 


no adequate pace 


some extent the agricul- 
; i ae ; ‘ 
grants land- tural capabilities which make good sub- 
sistence possible, there would have been 


no Boston, no Lynn, no Lowell, no New 
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no healthy or wealthy civiliza- 

- any kind, until the Pilgrim civ- 

changed its base. 

that 
ive home for truth’s 


It may 


laid down the men 


sake exile 
themselves as much for the privilege to 
i uly and well at once as for the 
mere opportunity of living truly. 

New York was the first 


not even in 


place ttled by Trade 


farms at 


enthusiasts. 


with the ages, nice little 
Haarlem, a seat among the burgomas- 
he feast of St. Nicholas, pipes and 

m, a vessel now and then in the 

over letters of affection 


a six months voyage, some 


little ventures, and two or three 
colonists, these were the 
ured the earliest New -Yor 


now swarming irom end 


new 
joys which 
ke rs to the 
to end 
Not 
n the Italian Opera was 
Ne W the 

: : 


Leonard and otreets, 


national vitalities. 


York, on 
Chi ch 


second era of metro olitan 


i y to have set In 


le flow toward a city 


ure as well as 


1] 
1a Tull there, — 


when pe O} 
L1V¢ lihood 
offers them. same 
merican studios l to be 
| with American picture-buyers ; 
] 


no need of referring to the 


of American 


ind there 1s 


raj idvance literature, 
and the wide popularization of luxuries, 
dating from that period 


that, New 
h giant vitality. 


York was 


She 


ior to 
pos- 
S€SS€S, as every great city must possess, 
preéminent advantages for the support 
of a vast population and the employ- 
a million of men better 
Norfolk Id be New 
York Norfolk. If the 


e world were not more eco- 


of immense she 
not feed 


Norfolk, 


and New 


wou 


ts of th 
ll xcl di acr — 
ul exchanged across het! 


coun- 


1an over that of Baltimore 
i 


1 need to set al 


out 
r for half a million more he: 


Perth Aml 


ime a prominent rival of 


there to-night. 
one t 
position of 
the American Metropolis, and is not New 


York in the struggle for the 


York only because Nature said No! 


[January, 


Let us invite the map to help us in 
our investigation of New York’s claim 
to the rank. There are 


three chief requisites for the chief city 


metropolitan 


of every nation. It must be the city in 


easiest communication with other coun- 
tries, —on the sea-coast, if there be a 
good harbor there, or on some stream 
debouching into the best harbor that 
there is. It must be the city in easiest 
communication with the interior, either 


by navigable st valleys 


and 


most 


reams, or 
mountain-passes, and thus the 
convenient rendezvous for the largest 
number of national interests, - 


where 


the place 
Capital and Brains, Import and 
Export, Buyer and Seller, Doers and 
Things to be Done, shall most naturally 
make their appointments to meet for ex- 
change. Last, (and least, too, — for even 
cautious England will people jungles for 
money's sake,) the metropolis must en- 
joy at le 


tion ; 


ist a moderate sanitary reputa- 


otherwise men who love Fortune 
well enough to die for her will not be 


reinforced by another large class who 


* on no account whatever. 
ork answers all these requi- 


sites better than any metropolis in the 
world. She has a harbor capable of 
accommodating al 


the fleets of Chris- 
tendom, both commercial and belliger- 
ent. That harbor has a western rami- 
fication, extending from the Battery to 
the mouth of Spuyten Duyvil Creek, — 
a distance of fifteen miles ; an eastern 
ramification, reaching from the Battery 
to the mouth of Haarlem River, — seven 
miles ; and a main trunk, interrupted 
by three small islands, extending from 


dis- 


the Battery to the Narrows, a 
} 


It is 

ither under-estimating the capacity of 
the East 
available width as low as eighty 
hal 
ately moderate estimate for the Hudson 
the 
Upper Bay is about four 


tance of about eight miles more. 
River branch to average its 
rods ; 
a mile and a will be a proportion- 


River branch ; greatest available 
idth of the 
Island 
If we add to 


these combined areas the closely adja- 


miles, in a line from the Long 


to the Staten Island side. 


cent waters in hourly communication 
with New York by her tugs and light- 





The American Metropolis. 


her -bor will further include a 


ers, 
portion of the channel running west of 
Staten Island, and of the rivers empty- 
ing into Newark Bay, with the whole 
nificent and sheltered roadstead of 
Lower Bay, the mouth of Shrews- 
la portion of Raritan Bay. 
ust deal to a suffi- 
statistics in matters 
ecessity, we will at this 
he reader to complete for 
alculation of such a har- 
In this respect, in that 
ntour of water-front, of 
accessibility from the high seas, New 


York Harbor has no rival on the conti- 
Bay or San Francisco more 
tals it than any other; but that 
acific side, for the present 
from the axis of national 
und backed by a much nar- 
tract. We will 

disadvantages of commercial 
San 
e relieved of these by a Pa- 
On Atlantic 

y no harbor which will 


id convenience wit 


icultural 


not 
» since 


Francisco may at 


our side 


] 
i 
] 
i 


1 
arbor on our 
communica- 
he country. 
coast it is 
be without 
Dela- 


says aftord fine 


respects. 


low sand barrens 
h form their 
hia and Bal- 


opulation such 


flats whi 
Philadel 
+} oo 
thelr 

ymmunicating 


m Of many im- 


tages proper to a seaport. 
free ideas may 

ul development 

Bay. 

<led enter- 

and Virginia 

an increase 

lation and commerce beyond 
The 
full resources of Delaware Bay are far 
from being developed. Yet Philadelphia 
and Baltimore are forever precluded 


the bri st speculative dreams. 


ote 
4/ 
from competing with New York, both 
by their greater distance from open wa- 
ter and the comparative inferiority of 
the interior tracts with which they have 
ready communication. 3elow Chesa- 
peake Bay the coast system of great 
river-estuaries gives way to the Sea- 
Island system, in which the main-land 
is flanked by a series of bars or sand- 
banks, separated from it by tortuous 
and difficult lagoons. The rivers which 
empty into this network of channels 
are comparatively difficult of entrance, 
and but imperfectly navigable. The iso- 
lation of the Sea Islands is enough to 
make them still more inconvenient situ- 
ations than any on the main-land for the 
foundation of a metropolis. Before we 
have gone far down this system, we have 
passed the centre where, on mathemati- 
cal principles, a metropolis should stand. 

Considered with regard to the trib- 
utary interior, New York occupies a 
position no less central than with re- 
spect to the coast. 
j 


It is impossible to 

J without 
momently increasing surprise at the 
multiplicity of natural avenues which 
converge in New York from the rich- 


study a map of our country 


est producing districts of the world. 
The entire result of the country’s labor 
seems to seek New York by inevitable 
channels. 


Products run down to the 


managing, disbursing, and balancing 
hand of New York as naturally as the 
thoughts of a the 
hand which must embody them. From 
the north it takes tribute through the 


Hudson 


man run down to 


River. This magnificent wa- 
ter-course, permitting the ascent of the 
largest ships for a hundred miles, and 
of river-craft for fifty miles farther, has 
upon its eastern side a country averag- 
ing about thirty miles in width to the 
Taconic range, consisting chiefly of the 
richest grazing, grain, and orchard land 
in the Atlantic States. Above the High- 
the the river be- 
comes a fertile, though 


lands, west side of 
narrower and 
more broken agricultural tract ; and at 
the head of navigation, the 
opens into another valley of exhaustless 
fertility, —that of the Mohawk, — com- 
ing eastward from the centre of the State. 


Hudson 
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/ 
Thus, independent of her system of 

York 


natural connection 


railrozds, New City possesses 


unint rruptea 


with 
the interior of the State, whence a new 
system of communications is given off 
by the Lakes to the extreme west and 
north of our whole territory. 

To the northeast, New York extends 
her relations by the sheltered avenue of 
Long Island Sound, —alluring through 
a strait of compar ly smooth water 


not only the agricultural products which 
seek export along a ck 


of two hundred miles, but the larger 


sults of that colossal mant 


ater-front 
re- 
ifacturing sys- 
m or lich is b 1 the prosperity 
great part of 
Island Sound 
g¢ into the net 

New York 


yt for 


1aritime position 


ucts ; and 

e in our Northern 

ommerce her the con- 
trade 
ilance 

ine 

ic are the three 

h meet in New 

nt district pay- 

o New York is 

River, and this 

e is reached with 


etropolis by a dit 


ease from 


natural route 


vy the E Rail- 
and Great West- 
This 


hundred 


continuation to Louis. 
> of twelve 
miles, which has just been 


Messrs. 
Henry and Kennard, apparently decides 


uniform broad-guag« 


the energy and talents of 
the main channel by which the West is 
to discharge her riches into New York. 
— But we are trenching on the subject 
of the capital’s artificial advantages. 
Finally, New York has been prevent- 
ed only by disgraceful civic misman- 
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agement from becoming long ago the 
healthiest city in the world. In spite 
of jobbed contracts for street-cleaning, 
and various corrupt tamperings with the 
city water-front, by which the currents 
are obstructed, and injury is done the 
sewage as well as the channels of the 
harbor, New York is now undoubtedly a 
healthier city than any other approach- 
i Its natural sani 

Th 


} 
rood a 


York, 


enginee r has no struggle with hi 


ing it in size. 


y 
vantages must be evident. 


city is 


need of a great 
To effect this for New 


rial. He need only avail himself dex- 


terously of the original contour of his 


ground. Manhattan Island is a low out- 


+ 


crop of gneiss and mica-schist, 
lar, but practically 


the Hudson and East 
ly 


sloping 
from an irregi con- 
tinuous crest, to 


1 
} 


Rivers, with a nearly uniform souther 


1 


incline from its precipitous north face 


on the Haarlem and Spuyten Duyvil to 
high-water mark at the foot of White- 
hall Street. Its natural system of drain- 

might be roughly illustrated by ra- 
dii drawn to the circumference of a very 
eccentric ellipse from its northern focus. 
Wherever the waste of the entire island 
met by a seaward 


may descend, it is 


tide twice in the twenty-four hours. On 
the East River side the veloc ity of this 
tide in the narrow passages is rather 
that of a mill-stream than of the entrance 
toasound. Though less apparent, ow- 
ing to its area, tide and ct ; 
the Hudson are practically as irresisti- 
The two branches of the city-sew- 
uniting at the Battery, are deflected 
e to the westward by Governor's 
thrown out into the 


and thus 


middle of the bay, where they receive 

the full force of the tidal impulse, re- 

tarded by the Narrows only long enough 
= 


to disengage and drop their finer silt on 


the flats between Robin’s Reef and the 
Jersey shore. The depurating process 
of the New World’s grandest community 
lies ready for use in this natural drain- 
age-system. Ifthere be a standing pool, 
a festering ditch, a choked gutter, a ma- 
larious sink within the scope of the city 
bills of mortality, there is official crime 


somewhere. Nature must have been 





The American Metropolis. 


fraudulently obstructed in the benignest 
arrangements she ever made for remov- 
ing the effete material of a vast city’s vi- 
tal processes. In the matter of climate, 
New York experiences such compara- 
tive freedom from sudden changes as 
belongs to her position in the midst of 
large masses of water. She enjoys near- 
ly entire immunity from fogs and damp 
Her weather is decided, 
population are liable to no one 

redominant class of disease. 


wily Winds. 


rienic condition de- 


juantity and quality of food, 
nunications with the interior 
De- 


which her lower class- 


her an exceptional guaranty. 
he poverty 
in kind, though to a much less 

, with those of other commercial 
there is no metropolis in the 

re the general average of com- 
ixury stands higher through 
It is further to 
-d that health 


erades. 
and the chief 
— that 
y is the unhealthy fam- 


are correlative, 
it, as we import our squal- 
Iso we import the materials and 
f our disease. This a priori 

y sustained by the statis- 
Dr. 


position as 


iaritable institutions. 
Jones, whose 
of the Board of Surgeons at- 
the Metropolitan Police Com- 
bines with his minute cul- 
sciences ministering to his 

sion to make him a first-class au- 
mn the sanitary statistics of 
states that the large majori- 
and cases of disease, occur 
among the recent foreign 
and that the same source 
the vast proportion of inmates 
yspitals, almshouses, asylums, 
r institutions of charity; fur- 
that thirds of all 


New York City 


a class to which metropoli- 


the 


ty 
two 


occur among 


ons are decidedly unfavora- 
it, while the seven hundred 
bitants of Philadelphia 


are distributed over an area of one hun- 
“ae , 


dred and thirty square miles, the one 


million inhabitants of New York are in- 
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cluded within the limit of thirty-five 
square miles, yet the excess of propor- 
tionate mortality in the latter city by no 
means corresponds to its density of set- 
tlement. It is safe to affirm, that, taking 
all the elements into calculation, there 
is no city in the civilized world with an 
equal population and an equal sanitary 
rank. 
Hydrographically speaking, either 
Liverpool or Bristol surpasses London 
in its claims to be the British metropo- 
lis. 
flows from the eastward, to accommo- 
date it she must select for her metropo- 


But as England’s chief commerce 


lis the shores of the most accessible, 
capacious, and sheltered water on that 
side of the island. he result is Lon- 
don, —a city backed by an almost im- 
perceptible fraction of the vast interior 
which pays tribute to New York,—hav- 
ing a harbor of far less capacity than 
New York, and without any of its far- 
reaching ramifications, — provided with 
a totally inadequate drainage-system, 
operating by a river which New-Yorkers 
would shudder to accept for the purpos- 
es of a single ward, — and supporting a 
population of three million souls upon 
her brokerage in managing the world’s 
commerce. New York has every physi- 
cal advantage over her in site, together 
with an agricultural constituency of 
which she can never dream, and every 
opportunity for eventually surpassing 
her as a depot of domestic manufactures. 
London can never add arable 


her suite, 


acres to 
le only the destruction of 
yple can prevent us 
from building ten up-country mills to 
every 


the American pe 


one which manufactures for her 


market. She h 


is merely the start of us 
1 


in time ; > has advanced rapidly dur- 
ing the last fifty years, but New York 
has even more rapidly diminished the 
gap. No wonder that British capitalists 
will sacrifice much to see us perish, — 
for it is pleasanter to receive than to 
¢ 


pay balance of exchange, even in the 


persons of one’s prospective great- 
grandchildren. 

Turning to the second great power of 
the Old World, we may assert that there 


is not a harbor on the entire French 
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coast of capacity or convenience pro- 
portionate to the demands of a national 
emporium. Though the site of Paris 
was chosen by a nation in no sense 
commercial, and the constitutional pre- 
judices of the people are of that semi- 
barbarous kind which affect at the same 
time pleasure and a contempt of the 
enterprises which pay for it, there has 
been a decided anxiety among the fore- 
most Frenchmen since the time of Col- 
bert to see France occupying an influen- 
tial position among the national fortune- 
Napoleon III. 
shares this solicitude to an extent which 
his uncle’s hatred of 


hunters of the world. 


England would 
never permit him to confess, though he 
felt it dee} ly. 
present Emperor has spent on Cher- 
] 


The millions which the 
bourg afford a mere titillation to his am- 

Their result is a hand- 
some para le-pl ice, —a pretty stone toy, 


bitious spirit. 


—an unpickable lock to an inclosure 


nobody wants to enter,—a navy-yard 
for the creation of an armament which 
has no commerce to protect. No won- 
der that the 

to eke out the quality of his ports by 


their pl Al- 


ienteous quantity, 
Red 


gain which 


disc ontented de spot seeks 


seizing 


giers, — looking wistfully at the 
Sea, — overjoyed at any bar 
would get him Nice, — striking madly 
out for empire in Cochin China, Siam, 
Pacific islands, — playing Shy- 

ck to Mexico on Jec ker’s forged bond, 
that his own inconvenient vessels might 
have an American their 


the ut- 


to trim 


| ort to 


yards in. Meanwhile, to forget 


ter unfitness of Paris for the capital of 


} 


a Commercial France, he 
] ship with Eugénie 


Seine, or himself with the ma- 


ny imaginary 
lays on the ntle 
muses 
rine romance of the Parisia ivic es 
cutcheon. 
No one will 

comparing Paris with 
spect to natur l 


ls of the other Continent 


think for 
New York in re- 
advanta Be 

; : 
I nati 


nn : = - 
still less susceptible of be 


n 
ptible ol ig I 


into the compe tition. The v: 


of China are 


possible only in the lowest 
| 
| 


condition of individual liberty, — class 


servitude, sumptuary and travel restric- 
, 
| 


tions, together with all the other com- 
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plicated enginery of an artificial bar- 
barism, being the only substitute for 
natural cohesion in a community whose 
immense mass can procure nothing but 
the rudest necessaries of life from the 
area within which it is confined. 

A priori, therefore, we might expect 
that the metropolis of America would 
arise on New York Island, and in pro- 
cess of time become one of the greatest 
capitals of the world. 

The natural advantages which allured 
New York’s first population have been 
steadily developed and reinforced by ar- 
tificial ones. For the ships of the world 
she has built about her water-front more 
than three hundred piers and bulkheads. 
Allowing berth-room for four ships in 
each bulkhead, and for one at the end of 
each pier, (decidedly an under-estimate, 
considering the extent of some of these 
structures,)— the island water-front al- 
ready offers accommodation for the si- 
i hundred 
The docks 


of Brooklyn, Jersey City, and Hoboken 


multaneous landing of eight 


> 


first-class foreign cargoes. 


may accommodate at least as many more. 
Something like a quarter of all New York 
imports go in the 


warehouse ; and this part, not 


first instance to the 
bonded 
being wanted for immediate consump- 
tion within the metropolis proper, quite 
as conveniently occupies the Long Isl- 
Jersey warehouses as those on 


om “es 
The warehouses 


and or 
the New 


properly belonging to New York 


York shore. 

com- 

ling her property and 

r business — received during 

1861 imports to the value of $41,811,664 ; 

$ 40,939.45! : 

11,350,432. During the year 

total imports of New York 
amounted to $161,684,499, — payi 

ageregate of 


1862. and during 


duties of 
the 
2,486,453, and 


to $ .318. During 18 


irins he vear Sé 
During the year 1862, 


amount 
imports a value of $184,016,- 


350, the duties on which amounted to 


5 For the same years the 
exports amounted respectively to $142,- 
903,689, $216,416,070, and $219,256,203, 

the rapid increase between 1861 and 
1862 being no doubt vartly stimulated 
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disappearance of specie from 

culation under the pressure of our 
unparalleled war-expenses, and the con- 
sequent necessity of substituting in for- 
eign markets our home products for the 
nge. In 1861, 

965 vessels entered New York from for- 


ordinary basis of excha 


orts, 


eign p 
ports. In 


and 966 cleared for foreign 
the former class num- 


1502 


“) 


; the various berths or anchor- 
New York, 

on in 

lis by one of the most per- 
tug, and 


ot | ilot-boat, steam- 


e whi 


W have ever been 
No vessel can 
o to New 


expense of a 


1 , 
a hart 


or. 


or a foreign carg 


ralid, a tug 
, and a lighter 
‘bor I e crowd- 
ndeed, the first two 
not 


course ind 


nough to be called 


river-steamboat — the 
steamboat, as distin- 


clumsy E 


ng- 


ther of the means 
supplemented New 
Nature. 
of sculpturesque 
ghest grade of mechan- 


This magnifi- 


beauty, 


be from two hundred and 


feet long, — must 
» hundred to two 


Ss, — must its 


run 


ninutes, — must be as 


olsterings as a bed- 
ersailles, must gratify 
and 


ich a boat 


, 
every msult every taste, 


meet ! nvenience. Si 
rit 


.cipal 
6 


to every 


Statistics of the Port of New York. 


bered 5,406, and the latter 5,014. I 
1863, they were respectively 4,983 and 
4,406. 
immense wharfage and warehouse ac- 
commodation of New York may be in- 


n 


These statistics, from which the 


ferred, are exhibited to better advantage 
in the following tabular statement, kind 
ly furnished by Mr. Ogden, First Audi- 
tor of the New York Custom-House. 


city on the Sound or the 
Albany, to 
A venturous 
steamers in peaceful times 


ly leaving for Baltimore, 


Boston, to 


more class of 
Stant 

= 
mey 


Gal 


ton, Charleston, Savannah, 
Mobile, 
The 


Canal, with 


New Orleans, and 


immense commerce of 


ll 
ries, is practi 
York City. Nearly everything in 
for export, plus New York’s p 


fi 


its sources and 


ally transacted 


wx her own consumption, is f 


Canal termin 
cl 


from the Erie 
1 of these bein: 


averaging perh 


ries of sows, e 
fleet, 
canal-boats and barges, propell 


powerful steamer intercalated near tl 


bound 


The traveller new to Hu 


} 
be l, 


centre. 


River scenery wil startle: sun 


lay 


take a steamboat 


in\ 


mer ¢ on which he may choi 


se 
trip to Albany, | 
apparition, at distances varying fi 
to three l 


islands. 


1 
Lil 


miles the way, « 


= 
settiea 


larve 


population, who like their 
the 1d 


id, and f 
laundry | 


top of a he i 


rshe 
sn 


yusiness to such ane 
te effloresce with wet s 
lattice of 
Let him know that t 


but 


they qui 
are seen through a 
lines. 
ing islands little drops 


blood fro 


are 
m the 


coming down 
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to nurse some small tissue of the me- 
tropolis ; that these are “ Hudson Riv- 
er tows”; and that, novel as that phe- 
nomenon may appear to him, every 
other fresh traveller has been equally 
startled by it since March, and will be 
startled by it till December. Another 
ministry to New York is performed by 
the night-tows, consisting of a few cat- 
tle, produce, and passenger barges at- 
made 


tached to a steamer, 


weekly or tri-weekly at every town of 


up semi- 


any importance on the Hudson and the 
Sound. We will not include the large 
fleet of Sound and River 
and schooners in the list of New York’s 


slo ps, brigs, 


artificial advantages. 


Turning to New York’s land commu- 
} 
i 


find the fol- 


lowing railroads radiating from the met- 


nication with the interior, we 


ropolitan centre. 


The ief eastern radius throws out 
ipal cities of 
liberal 
Bed- 


as well 


ramifications to the prin 
New England, thus affording 


choice of routes to Boston, New 


ford, Providence, and Portland, 
1: entrance to New Hampshire and 
nt. To all of thes« 


towns, except 
southerly, the Hudson River 
ds as well, connecting besides 
ds in every direction to the 


orthern and 


western parts of the State, 
West bya 
The main avenue the 
the Atlantic 


Road, with its 


and with the Far 
Far 


and 


routes. 
West is, however, 


Great Western twelve 
lye 


hundred miles of uniform broad-gauge. 
Along this line the 


interior may reasonably be expected to 


whole riches of the 


flow eastward as in a trough; for its 


The American Metropolis. 


: é 
ber of 


[January, 


position is axial, and its connection per- 
fect. All the chief New Jersey railroads 
open avenues to the richest mineral re- 
gion of the Atlantic States, — to the Far 
South and the Far West of the country. 
Two or three may be styled commut 
ers’ roads, running chiefly for the ac- 
commodation of city business-men with 
The Isl- 


and Road is a road without important 


suburban residences. Long 


branches ; but the majority of 


roads subsidiary to New York 


nues to some broad and typical trac 


the interior. 
Let us turn to consider how New York 


has provided for the people as well as 
the goods that enter her precincts by 


all the ways we have rehearsed 
draws them up Broadway in tv 


} 


thousand horse-vehicles per day, « 


average, and from that magnificent 
enue, crowded for nearly five miles with 
ercial structures, over two 


P . 
es more of! pave d 


elegant comn 
street, in 
night 
gas-pipe ; 
them and slakes their thirst 


ndred and ninety-one miles 


hundred mi 
She lights them at 


hundred miles of 


all directions 


from tw« 


of Croton main; she has constructed 
for their drainage one hundred and 
seventy-si ( of sewer. She vic- 


timizes them v thousand 


lic ens¢ d } 


n nearly two 
ickmen; she licenses twenty- 


two hundred car- and omnibus-drivers 


to carry them over twenty-nine different 
1 ten horse-railroads, in 
hundred and seventy-one omnibuses 
and nearl any Cars, connet i 
timately wi part of the city, 
averaging 1-down 
day 
joining ¢ 
Staten 


ries 


and Long 

runnir 

minutes duri 
She oners 


e ] way j 
twenty-four hours 
guests’ luxurious accommodat 
score of hotels, where good 
1 nucl he 
} 
I 


e Hotel 


nor houses of rest and entertai 


subject of hi 
as int du Louvre, besides mi- 
ment, to 
the number of more than five thousand. 
She 


attends to their religion in about 


four hundred places of publi 
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She ves them breathing-room in a 
parks, the largest of which 
both Nature and Art destine to be the 
noblest popular pleasure-ground of the 


aozen Civ 


civilized world, as it is the amplest of 
Central 
s an area of 843 acres, and, 


all save the Bois de Boulogne. 
Park co 
th 


istence, 


oug! y in the fifth year of its ex- 


contains twelve miles 


of beautifully planned and scientifically 


nstru carriage-road, seven miles 
bridle-path, four sub-ways for 
re of trade-vehicles across the 
h an aggregate length of two 
wenty-one miles of walk. 
of city 


valued at six million 


property, Central 
this, of course, is quite a 
The 


ark to New York proper- 


unstable valuation. 


altos 


r beyond cal- 


1s her people with about 
slaughter-animals per an- 


How 


periodical changes their supply 


these are classified, and 


iveniently seen by 
i f the New 
iving-yards during 


the year 1863. 


to the experience 


Solon Robinson, 


of the “New York 


f Butchers Animals in New 


1563. 


Of the total number of beeves which 


the New York market in 


into 
those whose origin could be 
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ascertained were furnished from their 
several States in the following propor- 


tions : - 


Ohio 
Indiana 
Michigan 


Kentucky 


Averaging the weight of the cattle 
New York marl j 


moderate estimate of 


which came to 
1863 at the 709 
Ibs., the metropolitan supply of beef for 
that year amounted to 189,392,700 lbs. 
This, at the average price of nine and 


a quarter cents per pound, was worth 


$17,518,825. Proportionably with these 
estimates, the average weekly expendi- 
ture by butchers at the New York yards 
during the year 1863 was $328,865. 


but 


It is an astonishing, indu 
ble fact, that, while 
New York has increased si 


cent during the last decade, tl 


the poy 


sumption of deef has in the same 
increased sixty-five per cent. This 
crement might be ascribed to the great 


advance of late years in the price of 
pork, — that traditional main stay of the 
poor man’s housekeeping, — were it not 
that the importation of swine has in- 
creased almost as surprisingly. We are 
to acknowledge 
during a period when the chief 

of our population was due to emigra- 
tion from the lowest ranks of foreign 


nationalities, during three years of a de- 


therefore obliged that 


orowt 
ow 
oT ti 


vastating war, and inclusive of the great 
financial crisis of 1857, the increase 

the 
healthful article of 


4] 
costi' 


] 


food | 


consumption of most \ 
animal 
per cent of the increase of 
population. These statistics beat 
quent witness to the rapid diffusion of 
luxury among the New York people. 
the \ 
States we may draw another interesting 
’ far 


From table of classification by 


It will be seen that 


the largest proportion of the bullocks 


inference. 
came into the New York market from 
Western States 
contributing. In other words, New York 


the most remote of the 


City has so perfected her connection 
with all the sources of supply, that dis- 


ance has become an unimportant ele- 
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ment in her calculations of expense ; and 

she can make all the best grazing land 

of the country tributary to her market, 

without regard to the question whether 
it be one or twelve hundred miles off. 

The foregoing butchers’ estimates are 

‘act as our present means of infor- 

ncan make them. Large numbers 

uncounted sheep are consumed with- 

ity limits, and the unreported 

many more than come to 

Besides these main 

» market which have been 

<d, there is consumed in New 

in incalculable quantity of game 

ultry, preserved meats and fish, 

eese, butter, and eggs. 

Mr. James Boughton, clerk of the 

w York Produce Exchange, has been 

nough to furnish me with a tab- 


itement of the citys rece ipts of 
for the year ending April 30, 
Such portions of it as may show 
amount of staples, exclusive of 


it, required for the regular 


th New York 


¢ from 
se six st: 
e exported duri 





1865. ] The American 


4 


find a remainder, for annual metropoli- 
ng, in the case 


tan consumption, amounti 


of 
1,908,671 bbls 
2,276,257 bushels. 
8,540,490 * 
89,209 pkgs. 
on th 


238,124 bales 


have no room for the details — 


We 
which would embarrass us, if we should 
attempt a statement —of the cost of 
clothing the New York people. We will 
ar} 


merely k, in passing, that one of 


the largest retail stores in the New York 


rem 


dry-goods trade sells at its counters ten 


million dollars’ worth of fabrics per an- 


num, and that another concern in the 


wholesale branch of the same trade does 


a business of between thirty and 


forty millions. As for tailors’ shops, New 


York is their fairy-land,— many emi- 


nent examples among them resembling, 
in cost, size, 1 elegance, rather a Eu- 


ant 


ropean palace than a republican place 


The most comprehensive generaliza- 


t 


we may hope to arrive at 
1e business ot New York is 
includes in tabular form the 

» chief institutions which 


ire propel! ty. 
i / 


Clearing-House 


Metropolis. 8 
On the 24th of September, 1864, six- 
ty-three banks made a quarterly state- 
ment of their condition, under the gen- 
eral banking law of the State. 
banks are at present the only ones in 
New York whose condition can be defi- 


These 


nitely ascertained, and their reported 
The 


national banks will go far toward in- 


capital amounts to $69,219,763. 


creasing the total metropolitan banking 
llions. The 


capital to one hundred mi 
largest of the State banks doing 
ness in the city is the Bank ot 
merce, (about being reorganized o1 
national plan,) with a capital of ten mil 


vital 


lions ; and the smallest possess ca] 


to the amount of two hundred thousand 


dollars. 

Mr. Camp, now at the head of the 
New York Clearing-House, has been 
kind enough to furnish the following in- 
teresting statistics in regard to the total 
amount of business transactions man- 
aged by the New York banks in con- 
nection with the Clearing-House during 


30th of last 


I se 


illustration 


the two years ending on the 
Figures can scarcely 
by 


than they are of themselves. | 


September. 


made more eloquent 


there- 
fore leave them without other comment 


that the weekly 


than the remark ex- 


Transactions. 








309 Business days. 


A verage per day, 1363 


Exchanges 
Balances 
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changes at the Clearing-House during _ part of the country that the money em- 
the past year have repeatedly amounted ployed in managing property bears to 
to more than the entire expenses of the 


the property itself an average propor- 
United States Government for the same tion of about seven per cent. Hence 
period. it follows that the above-stated age 


On the 31st day of December, 1863, gate banking and insurance capital of 


c- 


there were Io1 joint-stock companies $120,359,224 must represent and be 
for the underwriting of fire-risks, with backed by values to more than 


an aggregate capital of $23,632,860; teen times that amount. In other 


assets to the amount of $29,269,- words, and ound numbers, we may 


423; net cash receipts from premiums insurance 


mounting to $10,181,031; and an av- 


g 
ige percentage of assets to risks in 
force equalling 2.995. Besides these $1.68 
| ~ . 
IOI joint-stock concerns, ropolitan 
the same date twen bered, is 


ce compank 


much | 
more eft compre] 
concern 
’ 


when it 1S KI 


our own Art is pain 
e century with a vi 
l abroad. We « 

nor the so 


ile a pen- 
hey put property and liveli- is we would. r paper has had to 

id the reach « on these 
her words, they manage thx t ve are willin ! N 

he community so as to s« hen York in 

from deterioration, honors. 

mission for their stewards] destin 


It is a leg 
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I 05.| 
the entire world, — and likewise the po- 
litical capi Had the 
White House (or, pray Heaven! some 
comelier W ash- 


ington Heights, and the Capitol been 


tal of the nation. 


structure) stood on 
erected at Fanwood, there would never 
have been a Proslavery Rebellion. This 
i ubject which are 
to ponde r pretty seriously. 

all, New York’s essential charm 


w-Yorker cannot express itself 


business-men 


es, nor, indeed, in any adequate 
city of his soul. 

passionate dignity 

n swagger like the 

like the Parisian. 

w York goes frequently 
until 
length 


even himself, 
ysence of u ] 
hard it would be to 
ti tore ver. 

It will 


S WTI 
5 OWI 


affections 


> absolutely 
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Moreover, the moral air of New York 
City is in certain respects the purest air 
aman can breathe. This may seem a 
New York City is not often 
To the 
philosopher her atmosphere is cleaner 
than that of a country village. As the 
air of a may 


paradox. 
quoted as an example of purity. 


contracted space grow 
poisonous by respiration, while pure air 
rests over the entire surface of the earth 
in virtue of being the final solvent to all 
terrestrial decompositions, so is it pos- 
sible that a few good, but narrow people 
may get alone together in the country, 
and hatch a social organism far more 
morbid than the metropolitan. In the 
latter instance, aberrations counterbal- 
+} 


ance each other, 


and the body politic, 


cursed though it be with bad officials, 

has more vitality in it than could be ex- 

cited by any conclave of excellent men 

sol- 

emnly, to feed it with legislative pap. 
While no man 


politan success on a hobby-horse, pop- 


with one idea, meeting, however 


can ride into metro- 


ular dissent will still take no stronger 
} lt 


than a quiet withdrawal and the 
rock by himself No 
amount of eccentricity surprises a New- 


form 


permission to 


Yorker, or makes him uncourteous. It 
is difficult to attract even 
on Broadway by an 


e, manner, or costun 

result of making New 
r all who love their neig 

ut would a 
ave him looking through the key- 
In New York I share no dread- 
ful secrets with the man next door. I 
in his power any more than if I 
hia, — nor so much, for 
| there. 
mut New York 


re 
enbor neve 


ee ‘ 
get somebody to s m¢ 
‘here is no other place | 


- 4 
next-aoor nel rteels 


rhtest hesitation about cutting me 


1 1 a a 
because he knows that on such 


conditions rests that broad individual 


liberty which is the glory of the citizen. 
seek ll of 


well-paid labor, —the capital of broad 


In fine, if we the capit 


congenialities and infinite resources, — 
the capital of most widely diffused com- 
fort, capital 


which to the eye of the plain business- 


luxury, and taste, the 
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nan deserves to be the nation’s senate- 
seat, —the capital which, as the man 
of forecast sees, must eventually be the 
world’s Bourse and market-place, —in 
any case we turn and find our quest in 
the city of New York. 

To-day, she might claim Jersey City, 
Hoboken, Brooklyn, and all the settled 
d with 


1 grace as London includes her 


shor c, 


districts facing the islan 
as good 
dinous districts on both sides of 
Were all the population 
le 


united 


multitu 
the Thames. 
by her, and be- 


who live 


long t now 
must be by a 

York would now contain more 
For t 
erort 


ion 
The 


00 people. his ur 


need make no 


inco! porates the lower. 
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The release of New York commerce 
last shackles of the South- 


system, combined 


from the 
] 


rns“ long - paper ” 
with the progressive restoration of its 
moral freedom from the dungeon of 
Southern political despotism, has left, 
for the first time since she was born, 
our metropolitan giantess unhampered. 
Let 


our last decade! New 


ne 


us throw away the poor results of 
York thought 


she was growing then; but the future 


has a stature for her which shall lift her 


7 he 1 summor ll 
) where sne ana summon all 


ul 


the nations. 





NEEDLE 


WHO I 


RAWBERRY 


INTRODU( 


AM very sure that 


ner trom 


my t 
f a book. 
were never int 
ut were W 

ymetimes in 
1 1t Was pi 


i sometimes in 


of the circumstances m 


, 
St 
l. I was a long 
: Son weet hom t] 
me in writing them, as tl 


+] »TY , -\" 
them occurre¢ 


ey were done 
little. There w 


m at which I stoppe 
he manuscript 

to read. 

1 fe W day S, « 


tired of it,a 


AND 


GARDEN. 


AID DOWN HER NEEDLE AND BI 


GIRL, 


a great many 


But when on 


nice 
ires and alterations. 
it is grateful to find « 


So it was 


has a favorite, 
o a } irer for it 
a Singie admirer for It. 


vrote ’ 
vrou u 


from love of the 


kind 


me. | 
and when any one was enoug 
to give his aj ly 
: her Be 

plea ise I had a high opin 
i 


yself, but only be 


it. Then it n 


1us 


rroval, I felt exceedingly 


} 
1 


c 
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be acknowledged that my small circle 


of acquaintances comprised more work- 
than had a 


taste for reading found their time so oc- 


] 1 
ers readers. Those who 


cupied labor necessary to their 


support that but little was left to them 


for indu rin books ; and the few who 
I l > were probably such indiffer- 
is to make the task of going 
1 manuscript too great for 
unless it were more in- 
ter a very long time, and 
tr experiences, the 
the hands of one 

to me, but 


proved himself the dear- 


entire stranger 


had. He read it, and 
But the 
lication so frightened me 


ye published. 


deprived me of sleep. 
long persuasion, I con- 
whole was written over 
eat many things added. 

ready, he told me I 
: I was per- 


1 
} 


hat was a 
ly 


naa scarcely 


recov- 


e first. I have always been 


ma ] ; n 7 ee | . 
indeed, quite out of sight; 


has reconciled me to this 
he knowledge that no one 
» discover me, unless it be 
ho had patience to read 
Even they will find it 
enlarged as scarcely to 
is another consideration 


» reconcile me to com- 
aways 


mplated. | 


» contrary to what 
think the 
life may lead others 
seriously on the griefs, 
1¢ hardships to which 
sex are constantly sub- 
. } a - 

“i some 


nk more of these trials, 


of the other 


and different 
} 
i 


in a new 
1ave here- 
may even 
» suggested a new rem- 

I know that many 

ibored to remove the w rongs 
| friend] 


IF anu ess women are 
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But while they have al- 


the victims. 
ready done much toward that humane 
end, as much remains to do. I make 
no studied effort to influence or direct 
them. 
and last experience was so great, that, 


The contrast between my first 


in rewriting, | added some facts from 
the experience of others to give force 
to the recital of my own. My hope is, 
that humane minds may be gratified by 
a narrative so uneventful, and that they, 
fortified by posiiion and means, will be 
led to do for others, in a new direction, 


as much as I, comparatively unaided, 


have been able to do for myseit. 


CHAPTER IL 


HAVING always had a great fondness 
for reading, I have gone through every 


book to which my very limited circle 


of acquaintance gave me access. Even 


this small literary experience was sufii- 


cient to impress upon my mind the su- 


perior value of personal memoirs. Of 
all my reading, they most interested 


me; and I have learned from others that 
such books have most interested them. 
} } 


Indeed, biography, and personal narra- 


ive of all kinds, seem to command a 


general popularity. Moreover, we like 
to know from the person himself what 
he does, how he thinks and feels, what 
fortunes or issitudes he encounters, 
how he begin is career, and how it 
ends. graphy gives us most of 
these particulars, but they are never so 
vividly recited as by he subject of the 


narrative himself. Accordingly what 
kind of diary of the most 


unimportant events I have transformed 


was once a 


into a personal history. I know the 


transformation will not 


importance they did 


y 1 any 
not originally pos- 
sess, but it gives me at least one chance 
of making my recital interesting. 

All who have any knowledge of the 
city of Philadelphia will remember that 
on its southern boundary there is a 
large district known as the township 
of Moyamensing. Much of it is now 
incorporated with the recently enlarged 
city, but the old name still clings to it. 
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There are many thousand acres in this 
district, which stretches from the Dela- 
ware to the Schuylkill. The junction 
of the two rivers at its lower end makes 
it a peninsula, which has long been 
known as “ The Neck.” When the city 
was founded by William Penn, much of 
this and the adjoining land was in pos- 
session of the Swedes, who came first 


to Pennsylvania. They had settled on 


tracts of different sizes, some very large, 


and some very small, according to their 


ability to purchase. It was then cov- 
ered by a dense torest, which required 
great labor to clear it. 

My ancestors were among these ear 


ly Swedes. They were so poor in this 


world’s goods as to be able to purchase 
only forty acres ot this extremely cheap 


land. Even that was not paid for in 


money, butin labor. In time they cleared 
it up, built a small brick house after the 


quaint fashion of those early days, the 


material for which was furnished from 


a superior kind of clay underlying the 
land all around them, and thenceforward 


maintained themselves from the prod- 


ucts of the soil, then, as now, prover- 


bial for its fruitfulness. It descended to 
their children, most of whom were equal- 
ly plodding and unambitious with them- 
selves. All continued the old occupa- 
: 


2 
soil for subsist- 


tion of looking to the 


ence; and so long as the forty acres 


were kept together, they lived well. But 
as descendants multiplied, and one gen- 
] 


eration succeeded to al 


little farm became subdivided 


numerous 


among 


1 } 
soid to 


heirs, all of whom 
strangers, except my father, who con- 
sidered himself happy in being able to 
secure, as his portion, the quaint old 
homestead, with its then well-stocked 
garden, and a lot large enough to make 
his whole domain an acre and a half. 

1 him relate 


I have many times hear 


the particul 


say how lucky it was for all of 


urs of this acquisition, and 
us that 
heirs, who 


he secured it. The other 


had turned their acres into money, went 
into trade or speculation and came out 
With the of the first 
settler my father seemed to have inher- 


poor. homestead 


ited all his unambitious and plodding 
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character. His whole habit was quiet, 
He 


content to cultivate his land with 


domestic, and home-loving. was 
the 
spade, raising many kinds of fruits and 
vegetables for the family and for mar- 
ket, and working likewise in the fields 
and gardens of his neighbors; while in 
winter he employed himself in making 
nets for the fishermen. 

But much of this work for others was 
done for gentlemen who had fine old 
houses, built at least a hundred years 

] 


ago. The land in Moyamensing is so 
beautifully level, and is so very rich by 
nature, that at an early day in the settle- 

ent of the country a great many re- 


] 


-| > ] in - } tle 
markably fine dwellings were built upon 


it, to which extensive gardens were at- 
tached. Father had been in and all over 
many of these mansions, and was fond 


They 


were finished inside with great expense. 


of describing their wonders to us. 


Some had curiously carved door-frames 
and mantels, with parlors wainscoted 
clear up to the ceiling, and heavy mould- 


ings wherever they could be put in. 


These old-time mansions were scat- 
tered thickly over this beautiful piece 
of land. built 


nearest the city have long since been 


Such of them as were 


swept away by the extension of streets 
and long rows of new houses ; but all 
through the remoter portion of the 
trict 
fine gardens filled with the best 
that 
the wealthy to 


dis- 


there are many still left, with their 


iruits 
] 


modern horticulture has enablec 


gather around them. 
I remember many of those that have 


been torn down. One or two of them 


were famous in Revolutionary history. 


The owners of such as remained in 
were glad to have him 


eir gardens. He 


ps . - 
my fathers time 


take charge of t! knew 
how to bud or graft a tree, to trim grape- 
vines, and to raise the best and earli- 
In all that was to be 


done in a gentleman’s garden he was so 


est vegetables. 
neat, so successful, so quiet and indus- 
that 


spare from his own was always in de- 


triot hatever time he had tc 
trious, whatever time he had to 
mand, and at the highest wages. 


When not 


mother also worked at the art of 


otherwise occupied, my 

net- 
Lj ti > he amnl a] i 

making. At times she was employed in 
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making up clothing for what some years 


5 
ago were popularly called the slop- 
shops, mostly situated in the lower sec- 
tion of the city. These were shops which 
kept supplies of ready-made clothing 
for sailors and other transient people 
who harbored along the wharves. It 
was coarse work, and was made up as 


A 


is possible. At that time the 
r of the port was much of it con- 
the lower part of the city, 

ir house. 
» girl, I have often.gone 
her when she went on her 
shops, doing what I 


these 


could to h 


p her in carrying her heavy 


bundles to and fro; and more than once 


er rudely spoken to by the pert 
tilor who received her work, and 
ned it as carefully as if the ma- 
been silk or cambric, instead 
se fabric which constitutes 
at a very , 
ing of the duties of needle- 
ell as of the mortifications 
ns to which their vocation 
ects them. 
sewer, and 
gar- 


id in any way been slight- 


was a beautifi 


turned in a 


e never 
knew how rude and exacting 
s of employers were, and was 
ful in consequence, so as 

ivi satisfaction. But 
nothing, in many 
rudeness, and some- 

usal to pay the pitiful price 
j 


n promised. Her disposi- 


» gentle and yielding for her 
ese impositions ; she was 
ntend and argue with the 
behind the 


tures 


counter ; 
ibmitted in silence, some- 
tears. Twice, I can dis- 
er, when these heartless 
i her to leave her work at 
low price stipulated, I have 
1] 


irs fall 


mite 


in big drops as she 
thus grudgingly thrown 


he shop, lead- 
hand. I 


ind leave 


by the could feel, 
was, the hard nature of this 
| 


, » of . 
i heard the rough language, 


though unable to know how harshly it 
must have grated on the soft feelings 
of the best mother that child was ever 
blessed with. 

But I comprehended nothing beyond 
what I saw and heard, — nothing of the 
merits of the case,—nothing of the 
nature and bearings of the business, — 
nothing of the severe laws of trade 
which govern the conduct of buyer and 
seller. 1 did not know that in a large 
always hundreds of sew- 


lem- 


city there are 
ing-women begging from these har 
’ 


ployers the privilege of toiling all day, 
and half-way into the night, in an oc- 


e 
cupation which never brings even a rea- 


sonable compensation, while many times 
the severity of their labors, the confine- 
the 


the 


ment and privation, break down 
most robust constitutions, and hurry 
weaker into a premature grave. 

ing to reason on 


th quick en 
When 


lor my ¢ 
full heart overfiow in tears, I « 


ur mother. 
sympathy. When we got into the 
, and her 
al cheerfulness returned, I al 
forgot the 

| 

1 

| 


and her tears dried uy 
St 


weeping, and soon 
ild is blissf 


The memory of a cl 


tive. Indeed, among the blessing 
lie everywhere scattered along our path 
we all 


bri ke dow n 


way, is the readiness with which 
forget sorrows that nearly 
the spirit when first they fell upon 1 
For if the fi lif 

to be 


from childhood to ma 


eriefs of 


remembered, all 


mulation would be 
bear. 
On 


one occasion, 


mother at the sl yp-shop, we found 

sewing-woman standing at the counter, 
awaiting payment for the making of a 
We came u 


the counter and stood beside her, 


dozen summer vests. p to 


there were no chairs on which a sewi 


woman might rest herself, however 


tigued from carrying a heavy b 
a mile or two in a hot day. 

had there been such grateful conven- 
iences, we should not have been invited 
to sit down ; and unless invited, no sew- 
ing-woman would risk a provocation of 
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wrath of an ill-mannered shopman 
resuming to occupy one. Few em- 
bestow even a thought upon 


comfort of their sewing- women. 


Idom think how tired they be- 


come with 


it with a heavy load for the 


overwork at home, before 


leaving 
shop, nor that the bundle grows heavier 
and heavier with every step that it is 
carried, or that the 1 


ana 
1, £ +) 


the l 


weak over- 


strained body of exhausted woman 


root 


rest the moment she sets 
loor. 


needs 
within the « 


The woman whom we found at the 
was in the prime of life, plainly, 


ountel 
I 


but neatly dressed,—no doubt in her 


as she was to be seen in 


1 | , 
and she knew that her whole 
I judged 


Though a 


ypearance. 


ap} 


be an educated lady. 


al lay in her 


r to my mother, yet she accosted 
e sO musi- 


eracefi her man- 


soitness tones 


in my memory. Looking down 
to me, then less than ten years old, and 


addressing my mother, she asked, 


“ How many of them 


have 4 


you 
“Only three, Ma’am,” was the reply. 
“T have six of them to struggle 
she said, — adding fter a moment’ 


pause, “and it is } be oblig 
do it all. 
I saw that s 


made 


] 
mourning. 


ing was, but not then wl i is to 


a widow. My mother afterwards told 


»> che w uc} 1 w 
sne was such, and W 


as therefore in 
Other conversation passed be- 
tween the two, during which I lookec 
up into tl widow's face w ] 
reflecting intensity of chi 
ler voice was so remarkal so kind, 
so gentle, so full of conciliation, that it 


There 


struck me most for- 


won my heart. was a sadness 


in her face which 
cibly and painfully. There was an ex- 
overwork 


ression of care, of and great 


Yet, for all thi 


countenance were | 


lines of 


p 
privation. 
} 


their painfulness. 
While I thus stood ¢ 


widow's face, the sh 


ward from a distant 
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light he had been examining the vests, 
threw them roughly down upon the coun- 
ter in front of her, and exclaimed in a 
sharp voice, =—— 

* Can't pay for such work as this, — 


had 


don’t want it in the shop, — never 
the like of it, —look at that!” 
He tossed a vest toward my mother, 


who took it up, and examined it. One 


end of it hung down low enough for 


and | 


business of inspection. I scanne 


me to catch, also undertook the 


closely, and was a sufficient judge of 
that it was made up witl 


sewing to see 1 


and regular as that of 


neat 


She 


a stitch as 
my mother. must have t 
so, too; for, on returning it to 
she said to him, - 
“The work is equal to anythi 
min 
a new voice, he then discov- 


- } ; + ] 
erea, that, 1 tC 


Hearing 
of tossing the 


to the vidow, 
tently t 


addressing the former, he said, 


1rown it to my mother. 


same 
but half price for this 
dont 


There ’s your money; do you 


kind work ; 
like i 


want mor 


want any more 


He threw ‘ he silver on 


counter. price, or 
been a mere 
mite indeed ; 
: 
I 


that. What, 


was this poor cri 


double, 
tance, tl 
here was robbery of even 


in such a iture 


to do? She h six young and help- 


less children at home, — no husband to 


defend her, no friend to stand be- 


tween her and the man who thus robbed 
A resort to law were futile. What 
erewith to pay either lawyer 


her. 
had she wh 
continue 
All these 


thoughts must have flashed across her 


or magistrate ¢ and was not 
employment a 


necessity ? 


terrible silence 


mind. Butin the 
at the counter, how many ot 
have What 


images of former comfort came knocki 


y } ' 
succeeded them! 


at her heart! what an agonizing sense 
of present destitution ! what a contrast 
between the brightness of the one and 


the gloom of the other! and then the 
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cries of hungry children ringing 
tunate n her ¢ 


impor- 


irs! I noticed her all 
the time, and, child that I 


merely 


was, did so 
1 made 
ly unconscious that emo- 
1d were racking her grief- 


} > ; . 
1use she stood still anc 


I felt no such emotions 
should | that 


an existence 


DppOse 
who 
her, but, 
looked 


no answer to the ma 
intonly outraged 
her, up into 
y and Were 
the t ] In] 
t 


1ey no ially helpless victims on the 


Ldavice, 


altar of domestic necessity, and 


should ommon trials knit them 


to- 
: z 

ids of a common sym- 
her 
untenance ; but no tear 


1aness Can Ovel 


to relieve her swelling 
money, — I 
i — 

from the 


a second 


ling my mother 


ough « 


juiet 
she had ambitious 
supplying 


the work 


id of 


‘ | Wri * i 
shamefu \ y pai 


the 
‘ , he 
mother ever going to them 
ag un He said their whole bu 


was to grow 


forbade 
siness 


of thei1 


Needle and Garden. 


* 
J 
just dues the poor women who were thus 
competing with each other for work, and 
that we should do no more for any of 
them, until we could find an honest man 
and a gentleman to 

But 


garden 


cleal with. 
my ‘r, always busy in his 


or some wealthy 

the 
little outside world into which we had 
penetrated. 
ing nature 
that the he 


were to be fou 


neighbor, knew nothing even 
His generous, unsuspect- 
thus led feel 


the gentle manly 


him to sure 
yest 


undance ; but he 
overlooked the it was only his 
quiet wile upon whom was devolved the 


task of 


that her 


discovering tl as we as 


explorations | 


led with success. 


never yet 
been reware 
Notwithstanding these di 
ments, my mother was firmly of opi 
that the 


sure dependence against all 


needle was a woma 


situdes of life. She believed 
that a good 


would never 


eral way, 


come to wal 
of diversifying emp! fi 


oyment 


had never crossed her mind ; 
tion of 


not only 


woman 
hist 


do it, but 


was to sew. 
they must deper 
it She considered it of lit 
think of ; iythi 
She could not see, that, if all the women 


of the country did 


1 
1° von 
4 beyond 


must inevitably be more | 
ould 


1 


petition would 


as to depress price 


that many women could not 


1 1 1 
na that those who 


ily a miserable 
a woman 

} 
i 


tious, and 
had 


invented ; but since they have, I 


frames and wheels, 


never seen a better one than my moth- 


er. Her frame, if not of iron, seemed 
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quite as indestructible, even if it did 
turn out fewer stitches. 
out number has she 


Times with- 
sat up till mid- 
night, plying her needle by the dull 
light of 
was no 


there 
district. 
While we children were sound asleep, 


candle: for 
gas in our suburban 


a common 


there she sat, not from necessity, but 
Yet 


up early, long before any of the dull 


from pure love of work. she was 
sleepers of the household had stirred, 


and had more trouble to get us down 


to breakfast than to get up the meal it- 
self. I scarcely thought of these things 
during the young years of my life, when 
they were occurring ; but as I am writ- 
ing this, they all come thronging before 
my memory with the freshness of yes- 
terday. They will no doubt seem dull 
to others ; but the recollection is very 
precious to me. 

With this conviction of its being al- 
most the sole mission of a 
sew, she made the needle a vital point 
that of 


There were two girls of us, 


woman to 
in mv education, as well as in 
my sister. 
and a brother. I 
the 


when I 


eldest, and 
the three. 
child, I 


ind as I grew 


was the 
my siste1 
Thus, 


learned to use the needle ; 


youngest of 


was quite a 


older, the utmost pains were taken to 

» every branch of sewing, from 

e commonest to the most difficult. 

My sister went through the same course 
f instruction. 

At a very early age we were able to 

ake our own dolls, hem 
} l 


ir handkerchiefs and aprons, 


and dress 


and in 


1e time were promoted 


to the darning 


father’s stockings and the patching 


We thought 


do thes« 


his working - clothes 
eis ; 
e being able to igs ior 


ma 


very 


-d us for our work. 


great affair, and mother 
But when sis- 
Jane once put a patch over a hole 
he knee of father’s pantal , with- 
she had let 
mother re- 
quired her to rip it off and put it in the 
right place : 


oons 
out covering all the rent, 
the patch slip down a little 


but there was not a word 
of scolding for Jane ; 


g 
it was all softness, 
all kindness ; 
a child. 


she knew that Jane was 
I think father, however, would 
never have noticed that the patch was a 
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little out of place ; and, indeed, I think 
it very likely he did n’t care about having 
a patch of any kind put on, for his mind 
was on work, and not on appearances. 
But then it was my dear mother’s way. 
We were taught that the needle was 
to be the staff of our lives. 
Whatever we undertook must be done 


future 


right; and then she had a just pride 
in making father always look respect- 
able. 


Thus in time we came to feel as 
much pride in being good 


seamstresses 
It was natural we 


should, for we believed all she taught 


as did our mother. 


us, and there was no one to controvert 


her positions, except sometimes, when 
father heard her impressing her favorite 
dogma on our minds, he put in a word 
of doubt, saying, that, before the needle 
could be made so sure a dependence 
for poor women, there must be found a 
better market for female labor than the 
slop-shops, and a more honorable race 
of employers. To this questioning of 
her doctrine she made no reply, know- 
ing that she had us all to herself, and 
that a doubt from father, only 1 

uttered, make no im 


then would 


sion. But I remember it all now. 

I can remember, too, how proud I 
felt when mother called me to her, one 
day, and gave me a piece of cotton cloth, 
of which she said I was to make fathera 
shirt. It was of unbleached stuff, heavy 

1 but 

ut 


and smooth. 
Father wore only 


: strong, still nice and 


one kind; and as it 


was to serve for best as well as for com- 
mon wear, I was to make it as nicely 
as ] could. 

That children 


were to goona little fishing-e xcursion 


afternoon all of us 


to the meadows on the Delaware, among 
the ditches which run all round the in- 
side of the great embankment that has 
been thrown up to keep out the river. 
There was a vast expanse of beauti- 
ful green meadow inclosed by this em- 
bankment, on which great numbers of 
cattle were annually fatted. As viewed 
from the bank, it was luxuriant in the 
extreme ; in fact, it was a prairie con- 
taining hundreds of acres, trimmed up 
and cared for with the utmost skill and 
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watch fulness, and intersected with clean, 
open ditches, to secure drainage. Into 
these ditches the tide flowed through 
sluices in the bank, and thus they were 
always full of fish. 
beautiful meadows were the 
resort of thousands who resided in the 
lower section of the city, for picnics 
and The roads through 
them were as level as could possibly 
be, and upon them were continual trot- 
ting-matches. In summer, the wide 
flats outside the embankment were over- 


These 


excursions. 


grown with reeds, among which gun- 


ners congregated in numbers dangerous 
to themselves, shooting rail and reed- 
birds. On Sundays and other holidays, 
the wide footpath on the high embank- 


ment was a moving procession of peo- 


ple, who came 
the 
who liv 


out of the city to enjoy 
from the All 
ed near resorted to these favor- 


fresh breeze river. 
ite grounds. 

Several other little boys and girls 
were to come to our house and go with 
us. We had long been in the habit of 
going to the meadows to fish and play, 


where we had the merriest and happi- 
Sometimes, though the 


meadows were only half a mile from us, 


est of times. 
two of bread-and- 
a little basket, to serve for 
dinner, so that we could stay all day; 
for the meadows and ditches extended 
several miles below the city, and we 


we took a slice or 


butter in 


wandered and played all the way down 
to the Point On these trips 
we caught sun-fish, roach, cat-fish, and 
sometimes perch, 
them 


House. 


and always brought 
home. We generally got pro- 
digiously hungry from the exercise we 
took, and sat down on the thick grass 
under a tree to eat our scanty dinners. 
These dinner-times came very early in 
the day ; and long before it was time to 
go home in the afternoon, we became 
even more hungry than we had been in 
the morning,— but our baskets had been 
emptied. 

I think these young days, with these 
innocent and recreations, were 
among the happiest of my life. I do 
not think the fish we caught were of 
much account, though father was al- 


sports 
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them; and I remem- 
each one of 


ways glad to see 
ber how he took 
kets, as we came into the kitchen, look- 


our bas- 


ed into it, and turned over and count- 
ed the fishes it contained. My brother 
Fred generally had the most, and I had 
the fewest: but it seems that even for 
other things than fishes I never had a 
taking way about me. Father was very 
fond of them, for mother had a way of 
frying their little thin bodies into a nice 
brown crisp, which made us all a good 
breakfast. 
with corks and hooks, tied them to nice 


So father had made us lines, 


little poles, and showed us how to use 
them and keep them in order, and had 
a corner in the shed in which he taught 
us to set them up out of harm’s way. 
Occasionally he even went with us to 
the meadows himself. 

But while I am speaking of these dear 
times, I must say that we always came 
home happy, though tired and dirty. 
Sometimes we got into great mud-holes 
along the ditch-bank, so deep as to leave 
a shoe sticking fast, compelling us to 
trudge home with only one. Then, 
when we found a place where the fish 
bit sharply, all of us rushed to the spot, 
and pushed into the wild rose-bushes 
that grew in clumps upon the bank: for 
I generally noticed, that, where the bush- 
es overhung the water and made a lit- 
tle shade, the fish were most abundant. 
In the scramble to secure a good foot- 
hold, the briers clothes and 


tore our 


bonnets, sometimes so as to make us 
fairly ragged, besides scratching our 


hands and faces terribly. Occasionally 


one of us slipped into the ditch, and was 
helped out dripping wet ; but we never 
mentioned such an incident at home. 
Then more than once we were caught 
in a heavy shower, with nothing but a 
rose-bush or a willow-tree for shelter ; 
and there were often so many of us that 
it was like a hen with an unreasonably 
large brood of chickens, must 
stay out in the wet, and all such sur- 
plusage got soaked to the skin. 

But we cared nothing for any of these 
things. Indeed, I am inclined to think 
that we were happy in proportion as we 
got tired, hungry, wet, and dirty. Mother 


5 


some 
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never scolded us when we came home in 
this condition. Though we smelt terribly 
of mud and fish, and were often smeared 
over with the dried slime of a great 
slippery eel which had swallowed the 
hook, and coiled himself in knots all 
over our lines, and required three or 
four of the boys to cut off his head and 


get the hook out, yet all she did was 


1 


to make us wash ourselves clean, after 


which she gave us a supper that tast- 
ed better than all the suppers we get 


now, and then put us to bed. We were 


tired enough to go right to sleep; but 
it was the fatigue « 
] 


— light 
ight 


absolute happi- 


£ 


ness, hearts, light consciences, 
no care, nothing but the perfect enjoy- 
ment of childhood, such as never comes 
to us but once. 

This is a long digression, but it could 
not be avoided. 
' 


er told me I was to make a 


I said, that, when moth- 


shirt for 


father, we were that very afternoon to 


go down among these dear old mead- 


h and play. 


] 


, and a new 


, as on the 
1 caught 


eel,” that 


-and there it probably 


mains to this day. Fred had dug 
orms for us, and they had coiled them- 
into 4 in the shell 


i huge ball 


cocoa-nut, im- 
hooks. -verything was 


a start, and we were only 
} 


) e over: thou | 
that, whenever wes 


afternoon betore us, 
ppetite to 


Sal 


ee were 


was not to « 


ambition, 
strange tl! 


give up the « 


the 


l 
scratching, and 
loved t ! 
But they were old and familiar, 
ther’s shirt 


. ] } 
em more deari\ 


anda fa- 


was a novelty; and novelty 
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is one of the great attractions for the 
young. So they went without me, and 
after dinner I sat down to make my first 
shirt. 

It was to be made in the plainest way ; 
for father had no pride about his dress. 
I cut it out myself, basted it 
then it with 
There was to be 


together, 


sewed my utmost care. 


no nice work about 
collar or wristband,—no troublesome 


plaits or gussets,—no machine-made 


bosom to set in,—only a few gathers, 
My 
mother looked at me occasionally as 


the shirt progressed, but found no fault. 


—and all plain work throughout. 


She did not once stop me to examine 


it; but I feel sure she must have scru- 
tinized it carefully after I had 

bed. I was so particular in thi } 
first grand effort to secure the honors 


of a needlewoman, that quite two days 


were Océ d in doing it. 


upi¢ 
When all done, I took it to mother, 


proud of my achievement, her, 


that, if she had n 
to b« vin another. 
with a slowness tl 
tentional, and n 
wristbands were all right, 


the proper places, the hemmin; 
ll. Then, 


the collar, and holding 


takin 
the 
th before her, so that 


was done we 


full len could 


see it all, s 


l e asked me if I 


wrong. | 

no mistake. 
“Why, my 

bag with 


ther g into it?” 


Lizzie, 


! How 


arms t 


cannot tell how astonished a1 
fied I felt. I crie 
Id cry. I sobbed and be 


las only such a cl 


cou 


not to show it to father, and pr 


to alter it immediately, if she would 


ly tell me how. But, oh, how kit 


dear mother was in soothing my excited 
feelings! There was not a word of 


blame. me comparatively 


She made 
1 the bosom 


calm by immediately opening 


as it should have been done, and show- 
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ing me how to finish it. I hurried up 
to my chamber to be alone and out of 
They called me to dinner, but 
my appetite had gone. Though my lit- 
tle heart was full, and my hand trem- 
bled, yet long before night the work was 
done. 

Oh, 


spirits 


sight. 


how the burden rose from my 
when my dear mother took me 
in her arms, kissed me tenderly, and 
said that my mistake was nothing but a 
trifle that I 
{ that the shirt was far better 
tan she had expected! When 
father ca in to supper, I took it to 
him him that 7 had made it. 
He looked both surprised and pleased, 


would be sure to remem- 
ber, an 
made t 


and told 
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kissed me with even more than his us- 
ual kindness, —I think mother must 
have privately told him of my blunder, 
—and said that he would surely remem- 
ber me at Christmas. 

I know that incidents like these can 
be of little interest to any but myself. 
But what more exciting ones are to be 
expected in such a history as mine? 
If they are related here, it is because | 
am requested to record them. Still, ev- 
ery poor sewing-girl will consider that 
the making of her first shirt is an event 
in her career, a difficulty to be sur- 
mounted.— and that, even when success- 
fully accomplished, it is in reality only 
the beginning of a long career of toil. 
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A SERIES OF PORTRAITS 


THOMAS 


un forty years have passed 
I first conversed with the 


gence 


poet T 


is Moore. Afterwards it was 


to know him intimately. 


of late years, visited Lon- 


spending an evening at our 


y 
s 


in 1845 we passed a happy 


+) 
cottage, Sloperton, in the 


week at 


county o 


1as himself noted the time 
November, 1845). 

1822 I made his 

He in 


ness of middle age, — then, 


the year 
in Dublin. was 
poet of all circles, and the 
As his visits to his 

and far between, 

him, and especially to 
It 
i treat, when, seated at the 


vas a boon of magnitude. 


voice to the glorious 
that are justly regarded as 
ible of his legacies to man- 


—NO. 87. 7 


FROM 


OF AUTHORS. 


PERSONAL ACQUAINTANCE, 
MOORE. 


kind. I can recall that evening as viv- 
idly as if it were not a sennight old: 
the graceful man, small and slim in fig- 
ure, his upturned eyes and eloquent 
features giving force to the music that 
accompanied the songs, or rather to 
the songs that accompanied the music. 

Dublin was then the home of much of 
the native talent that afterwards found 
its way to England; and there were 
some, Lady Morgan especially, whose 
“evenings” drew together the wit and 
genius for which that city has always 
been famous. To such an evening I 
make reference. It was at the house of 
a Mr. Steele, then High Sheriff of the 
County of Dublin, and I was introduced 
there by the Rev. Charles Maturin. The 
name is not widely known, yet Maturin 
was famous in his day —and for a 
day —as the author of two successful 
tragedies, 


and “ Manuel,” 


(in which the elder Kean sustained the 


* Bertram ” 


leading parts,) and of several popular 


novels. Moreover, he was an eloquent 
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preacher, although probably he mistook 
his calling when he entered the Church. 
Among his many eccentricities I remem- 
ber one: it was his habit to compose 
while walking about his large and scan- 
tily furnished house; and always on 
such occasions he placed a wafer on 
his forehead, —a sign that none of his 
family or servants were to address him 
then, to endanger the loss of a thought 
that might enlighten a world. He was 
always in “difficulties.”. In Lady Mor- 
gan’s Memoirs it is that Sir 
Charles Morgan raised a subscription 
for Maturin, and supplied him with fifty 
pounds. 


stated 


“ The first use he made of the 
money was to give a grand party. There 
was little furniture in the reception- 
room, but at one end of it there had 
been erected an old theatrical-property 
throne, and under a canopy of crimson 
velvet sat Mr. and Mrs. Maturin!” 

Steele’s 
were the poet’s father, mother, and sis- 
ter, — the 


fervently 


Among the guests at Mr. 


whom he 
The 


plain, homely man, — nothing more, and 


sister to was so 


attached. father was a 
to be nothing more, than a 
The 


higher 


assuming 
Dublin tradesman.* mother evi- 
dently 


he, too, was retiring and 


possessed a far mind. 
unpretend- 
ino. —like her n i features. — itl 
ing, ike her son in teatures, with 
the same gentle, yet sparkling eye, flex- 
ible and smiling mouth, and kindly and 
was to be 


conciliating manners. It 


learned long afterwards how deep was 


the affection that existed in the poet's 


heart for these humble relatives, — how 
them, — how 


earnest the respect with which he inva- 


fervid the love he bore 


riably treated them, — nay, how elevated 
was the 
them from first to last. 


Ellen, 


deformed ; at least, 


pride with which he regarded 


sister, was, I believe, 


the mem- 
1 small, delicate 
‘out.” The 


beto- 


that of 


me is 
woman, with one shoulder 


expression of her countenance 
kened suffering, having that peculiar 
Ix 


which usua accompa- 


May, 1864— 
i us to Moore’ 
father; that he nm * some, full of f 

with good manners.” oore himself calls his 

of Nature's nudemen. 


writing 1 me in 
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nies severe and continuous bodily ail- 
ment.* 
afterwards, 


I saw more of her some years 
and knew that her 
and disposition were essentially lov- 
able. 

To the mother — Anastasia Moore, 


mind 


née Codd, a humbly descended, home- 
ly, and almost uneducated woman t — 
Moore gave intense respect and devoted 
affection, from the time that 
dawned upon him to the hour of her 


reason 
death. To her he wrote his first letter, 
(in 1793.) ending with these lines : 
“Your abse ll but ill endure, 
And none so ill as — Tuomas Moo 
And in 


society drew largely on his time, and 


the zenith of his fame, when 


the highest and best of the land coveted 


a portion of his leisure, with her he 


corresponded so regularly that at her 
death she possessed (it has been so told 
me by Mrs. Moore) 


letters N¢ 


four thousand of 
his r, according to the 


ver, 
statement of Earl Russell, did he 


pass 
a week without writing to her /wice, 
except during 


when franks were 


his absence in Bermuda, 
not to be obtained, 


and postages were costly. 


that 
“*She w 


but with g 


, that, at our 
ed over the e 

fact that there the 

1 that to this house the 


5, when in 


ind her birthplace 
f the noblest-mi l, as well 


of all God’s creatures was 
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When a world had tendered to him 
its homa 
his = 


>, still the homely woman was 
darling mother,” to whom he trans- 
mitted a record of his cares and his 
triumphs, his anxieties and his hopes, 
as if he considered —as I verily believe 
he did « that to give her pleas- 
ure was the chief enjoyment of his life. 
His sister 


onsider 


-“excellent Nell” — occu- 
pied only a second place in his heart; 
while his father received as much of 


his respect as if he had been the he- 


reditary representative of a line of 


kings. 


All his life long, “ he continued,” ac- 


cording to one of the most valued of 


his correspondents, “amidst the pleas- 
ures of the world, to preserve his home 
fireside affections true and genuine, as 

they were when a boy.” 
To his mother he writes of all his 
facts ar ancies ; to her he 
and innocent ful- 


r of each thing, great or 


opens his 
heart in its 


° 1] 
ness ; tel ne 


natural 


small, that, interesting him, must in- 


terest her,— from his introduction to 

the Prince, and his visit to Niagara, to 

pencil-case, and the 

se of a new pocket-handkerchief. 
sweet mother,” he writes, 
ay! 


her frivolity nor egotism 


the acquisition of a 


~~ 9 
i res 


father 
interest of Lord Moira, the 


received, 
through th 
and 
1815, 


post of Barrack-Master in Dublin, 


thus became independent. In 
“ Retrenchment” deprived him of this 
office, and he w 
The 


son, W 


as placed on half-pay. 
from the 
ntreated them not to despond, 


famil had to seek aid 


ho € 


but rather to thank Providence for hav- 


ing permitted 1 to enjoy the fruits 


oO 
of office so long, till he (the son) was 
‘in a situ t 


) keep them in com- 
fort without it.” “Thank Heaven,” he 
s of his father, “I have 


been able to make 


writes afterward 
his latter days tran- 
quil and comfortable.” 


beside his death-bed, 


When sitting 
in 1825,) he was 
relieved by a burst of tears and prayers, 


that the 
us could 


than pleased at 


and by “a 
Great and 
not be otherwise what 


He saw passing in 


my mind. 
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When Lord Wellesley, (Lord-Lieuten- 
ant,) after the death of the father, pro- 
posed to continue the half-pay to the 
the offer, al- 
though, he adds, — “ God knows how 


sister, Moore declined 
useful such aid would be to me, as God 
alone knows how I am to support all the 
burdens now heaped upon me”; and his 
wife at home was planning how “they 
might be able to do with one servant,” 
in order that they might be the better 
able to assist his mother. 

The poet was born at the corner of 
Aungier Street, Dublin, on the 28th of 
May, 1779, and died at Sloperton, on 
the 25th of February,* 1852, at the age 
of seventy-two. What a full life it was! 
Industry a fellow-worker with Genius 
for nearly sixty years! 

He was a sort of “show-child” al- 
most from his birth, and could barely 
walk when it was jestingly said of him, 
he passed all his nights with fairies on 
the hills. Almost his earliest memory 
was having been crowned king of a 
castle by some of his playfellows. At 
his first school he was the show-boy of 
the schoolmaster : at thirteen years old 
he had written poetry that attracted and 
justified admiration. In 1797 he was 
“a man of mark”; at the University.t 
in 1798, at the age of nineteen, he had 
made “considerable progress” in trans- 
lating the Odes of Anacreon; and in 
1800 he was “patronized” and _ fiat- 
tered by the Prince of Wales, who was 
“ happy to know a man of his abilities,” 
and “hoped they might have many op- 
portunities of enjoying each other's so- 
ciety.” 

His earliest printed work, ‘‘ Poems by 
Thomas Little,” has been the subject of 
much, and perhaps merited, condemna- 
tion. Of Moore’s own feeling in refer- 
ence to these compositions of his mere, 
and thoughtless, boyhood, it may be right 
to quote two of the dearest of his friends. 
Thus writes Lisle 


Bowles of Thomas 


I find in Earl Russell’s memoir the date given 
s the 26th of February ; but Mrs. Moore altered it 
my MSS. to February 25 
; ty Colle Dublin. — Thomas Moore, son 
hn Moore, merchant, of Dublin, aged 14, pen- 
Tutor, Dr 


ier, entered 2d June, 1794 Bur- 
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Moore, in allusion to these early po- 
ems :— 

‘« ¢ ___. Like Israel’s incense laid 
Upon unholy earthly shrines’ : — 


Who, if, in the unthinking gayety of 


premature genius, he joined the sirens, 
has made ample amends by a life of the 
strictest virtuous propriety, equally ex- 
emplary as the husband, the father, and 
the man, —and as far as the muse is 
concerned, #zore ample amends, by mel- 
odies as sweet as Scriptural and sacred, 
and by weaving a tale of the richest 
Oriental colors, which faithful affection 
and pity’s tear have consecrated to all 
the of his 
“So heartily has Moore 


ages. 
i 


This is statement 
friend Rogers: 
repented of having published ‘ Little’s 
that I 


tears, — tears of deep contrition, — 


Poems,’ have seen him shed 
when we were talking of them.” 

I allude to his early triumphs only 
to show, that, while they would have 
spoiled nine men out of ten, they failed 


His 


was from 


to taint the character of Moore. 
modest estimate of himself 
first to last a leading feature in his 


character. Success never engendered 


egotism ; honors never seemed to him 
only the recompense of desert ; he large- 
ly magnified the favors he received, and 
seemed to consider as mere “ 
+} ] 


we services ne 


nothings ” 
ace 5 and the 
renaereda and tne 

That was his 
characteristic, all his We 


o adduce on 


ben- 


efits he conferred. creat 


life. have 
] copy tl 
Moore. It is dated “ Sloper- 

ton, November 29, 1843.” 


fc lowing letter 


ashamed of 


let so many acts of 


Iness on your part remain unnoticed 
] lged on mine. But the 


to make me a 


almost every day brings me such 
influx of epistles from stran- 
ever get a li 


My friend Washington Ir- 
used to say, ‘It is 


mere 
t 1] 


it friends hardly 1e 


much easier to 


from Moore than a letter.’ 


book 


has not been the case, I am 
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sorry to say, of late ; for the penny-post 
has become the sole channel of my in- 
spirations. How am | to thank you suf- 
ficiently for all your and Mrs. Hall's 
kindness to me? She must come down 
here, when the summer arrives, and be 
thanked a guattr occhi,—a far better 
way of thanking than at a cold 
Your letter to the mad Re- 


such 
distance. 
pealers was far too good and wise and 
such 


gentle to have much effect on 


rantipoles.” . 

The house in Aungier Street I visit- 
It was then, 
and still is, as it was in 1779, the dwell- 


ed so recently as 1864. 


ing of a grocer, — altered only so far as 
that a bust of the poet is placed over 


the door, and the fact that he was born 
there is recorded at the side. 


modern 


May no 
“improvement” ever touch it! 


This humble dwelling of 
tradesman is the hous¢ 


poet speaks in so many 


letters and memoranda. Here, 


child in years, he arranged a d 


Fag a ° . . 
society, consisting of himself and his 


‘ clerks.” Here he picked 
from a kindly old priest 
some time in Italy, and 


1 
obtained a “smattering of Frencl 


from émigré, named La 


> 


an intelligent 
h 


Frosse. Here his tender mother watched 
over his boyhood, proud of his opening 
promise, and hopeful, yet apprehensive, 
and his sister, 


first 


of his future. Here he 
“excellent Nell,” acquired music, 
, obtained by 


of a debt, and 


upon an old harpsichord 


his father in discharge 


afterwards on a piano, to buy which his 
loving mother had saved up all super- 
fluous pence. Hence he issued to take 
Robert 


not 


country walks with 
Emmet. Hither he 
proudly, yet as fondly as ever — 


unhappy 


came — less 


when 
college magnates had given him honor, 


and the King’s Viceroy had received 


him 


as a guest. 


t a pamphlet letter I had | 


x print ud 
to Repealers, when the insanity of Repeal 


v happily dead) was at fever-heat 





1865.] 


In 1835 he records “a visit to No. 
12, Aungier Street, where I was born.” 
“Visited every part of the house ; the 
small old yard and its appurtenances ; 
the small, dark kitchen, where I used 
to have my bread and milk; the front 
and bed- 
rooms and garrets, — murmuring, ‘ On- 
ly think, a grocer’s still!’” “ The many 
thoughts that came rushing upon me, 


back drawing-rooms; the 


while thus visiting the house where the 
first nineteen or twenty years of my 
life were passed, may be more easily 
conceived than told.” He records, with 
greater unction than he did his visit to 
the Prince, his sitting with the grocer 
and his wife at their table, and drinking 
in a glass of their wine her and her 
husband’s “good health.” Thence he 
went, with all his “recollections of the 
old shop about him,” to a grand dinner 
at the Viceregal Lodge ! 

I spring with a single line from the 
year 1822, when I knew him first, to 
the year 1845, when circumstances en- 
abled us to enjoy the long-looked-for 
happiness of visiting Moore and his be- 
loved wife in their home at Sloperton. 

The poet was then in his sixty-fifth 
year, and had in a great measure re- 
tired from actual labor ; indeed, it soon 
became evident to us that the faculty 
for enduring and 
longer existed. 


toil no 
Happily, it was not 


absolutely needed ; for, with very lim- 


continuous 


ited wants, there was a sufficiency, — 
a bare sufficiency, however, for there 
were no means to procure either the 
elegances or the luxuries which so fre- 
quently become the necessities of man, 
and a longing for which might have been 
excused in one who had been the friend 
of peers and the associate of princes. 
The forests and fields that surround 
Bowood, the mansion of the Marquis 
of Lansdowne, neighbor the poet’s hum- 
The spire of the village 
church, beside the portals of which the 


ble dwelling. 
t 
i 


poet now sleeps, is seen above adjacent 
trees. Laborers’-cottages are scattered 
all about. They are a heavy and un- 


imaginative race, those peasants of 
Wiltshire ; and, knowing their neigh- 


bor had written books, they could by 
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no means get rid of the idea that he 
was the writer of J/oore’s Almanac, and 
perpetually greeted him with a saluta- 
tion, in hopes to receive in return some 
prognostic of the weather, which might 
guide them in arrangements for seed- 
time and harvest. Once, when he had 
lost his way, — wandering till midnight, 
—he roused up the inmates of a cot- 
tage, in search of a guide to Sloperton, 
and, to his astonishment, found he was 
“ Ah, Sir,” said 
the peasant, “that comes of yer sky- 
scraping !” 

He was fond of telling of himself 
such simple anecdotes as this ; indeed, 


close to his own gate. 


I remember his saying that no applause 
he ever obtained gave him so much 
pleasure as a compliment from a half- 
wild countryman, who stood right in 
his path on a quay in Dublin, and ex- 
claimed, slightly altering the words of 
Byron, — “Three cheers for Tommy 
Moore, the pote of all circles, and the 
darlint of his own!” 

I recall him at this moment, — his 
small form and intellectual face, rich 
in expression, and that expression the 
sweetest, the most gentle, and the kind- 
liest. 


bright and clear eye, the same gracious 


He had still in age the same 


smile, the same suave and winning man- 
ner I had noticed as the attributes of 
his comparative youth ; a forehead not 
remarkably broad or high, but singular- 
ly impressive, firm, and full, — with the 
organ of gayety large, and those of be- 
nevolence and veneration greatly pre- 
ponderating. Ternerani, when making 
his bust, praised the form of his ears. 
The nose, as observed in all his por- 
Stand- 
ing or sitting, his head was invariably 


traits, was somewhat upturned. 


upraised, owing, perhaps, mainly to his 
shortness of stature, with so much bod- 
ily activity as to give him the character 
of restlessness ; and no doubt that us- 
ual accompaniment of genius was emi- 
nently his. His hair, at the time I speak 
of, was thin and very gray; and he 
wore his hat with the jaunty air that 
has been often remarked as a peculiar- 
ity of the Irish. In dress, although far 
from slovenly, he was by no means par- 
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ticular. Leigh Hunt, speaking of him 
in the prime of life, says, —“ His fore- 
head is bony and full of character, 
with ‘bumps’ of wit large and radiant 
enough to transport a phrenologist. 
His eyes are as dark and fine as you 
would wish to see under a set of vine- 
leaves ; his mouth generous and good- 
humored, with dimples.” He adds, — 
“ He was lively, polite, bustling, full of 
amenities and acquiescences, into which 
he contrived to throw a sort of roughen- 
ing cordiality, like the crust of old Port. 
It seemed a happiness to 
‘ve* 
says of him,- 
blooded, happiest, 
hopefullest creature that ever set For- 


him to Say 
Jeffrey, in one of his letters, 
-“ He is the 
warmest - hearted, 


sweetest- 


tune at defiance”; he speaks also of 
‘the | ~V r hi enirit and the 
the buoyancy of his spirits and the 
inward light of his mind”; and adds, — 
bitter in 
his ordinary talk, but, rather, a wild, 
rough, boyish pleasantry, much more 


Nature than his | 


There is nothing gloomy or 


like poetry.” 


1. } 


The light that surrounds him is all from within.’ 


He had but little voice; yet he sang 
with a depth of sweetness that charmed 
all hearers : it was true melody, and told 


No 


doubt much of this charm was derived 


upon the heart as well as the ear. 


from association ; for 


Melodies +4 he 


it was only his 


own * sang. It would be 


difficult to describe the effect of his sing- 
ing. I remember some one saying to 
what a mer- 
Thrice I heard 
him sing, “As a beam o’er the face of 


me, it conveyed an idea of 


maid’s song might be. 
, 


the waters may glow,”— once in 1822, 


once at Lady Blessington’s, and once 
Those who can 


in my own house. re- 


call the touching words of that song, 
and unite them with the deep, yet ten- 
der pathos of the music, will be at no 
loss to conceive the intense delight of 
his auditors. 

I occasionally met 


and once 


Moore in public, 
or twice at public dinners. 
One of the most agreeable evenings I 
ever passed was in 1830, at a dinner 
given to him by the members of “ The 
Literary Union.” 
ed in 


This club was found- 


1829 by the poet Campbell. I 
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shall have to speak of it when I write 
a “Memory” of him. Moore was in 
strong health at that time, and in the 
zenith of his fame. There were many 
men of mark about him, — leading wits 
and men of letters of the age. He was 
full of life, sparkling and brilliant in all 
he said, rising every now and then to 
say something that gave the hearers de- 
had 
been ever powerless to check the over- 
flowing of his soul. 


light, and looking as if “dull care ” 


But although no 
bard of any age knew better how to 


**Wreathe the bowl with flowers of 


he had acquired the power of self-re- 
straint, and could stop when the glass 
At the mem- 
orable dinner of the Literary Fund, at 
which the good Prince Albert presided, 
(on the 11th of May, 1842,) the two po- 


was circulating too freely. 


ets, Campbell and Moore, had to make 
The author of the “ Pleas- 
ures of Hope,” heedless of the duty that 


speeches. 


devolved upon him, had “ confused his 
brain.” Moore came in the evening of 
that day to our house; and I well re- 


member the terms of true sorrow and 
bitter reproach in which he spoke of 
the lamentable impression that one of 
the great authors of the age and coun- 
try must have left on the mind of the 
royal chairman, then new among us. 

It is gratifying to record, that the 
temptations to which the great lyric 
poet, Thomas Moore, was so often and 
so peculiarly exposed, were ever power- 
less for wrong. 

Moore sat for his portrait to Shee, 
Lawrence, Newton, Maclise, Mulvany, 
and Richmond, and to the sculptors 
Ternerani, Chantrey, Kirk, and Moore. 
On one occasion of his sitting, he says, 
— “ Having nothing in my round pota- 
to face but what 


— mobility of ch 


painters cannot catch, 
iracter, — the conse- 
quence is, that a portrait of me can be 
only one or other of two disagreeable 
things, — caput mortuum, or a Carica- 
ture.” Richmond’s portrait was taken 

Moore says of it, — “ The art- 
ist has worked wonders with unman- 
Of all his 


portraits, this is the one that pleases 


in 1843. 


ageable faces such as mine.” 
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me best, and most forcibly recalls him 
to my remembrance. 

I soon learned to love the man. It 
was easy to do so; for Nature had en- 
dowed him with that rare, but happy 
gift, —to have pleasure in giving pleas- 
ure, and pain in giving pain ; while his 
life was, or at all events seemed to be, a 
practical comment on his own lines : — 
from the hour I be- 


They may rail at this life; 


t 


I've f 1 it a life full of kindness and bliss.” 


I had daily walks with him at Slo- 
perton, — along his “ terrace-walk,” — 
during our brief visit; I listening, he 
talking ; he now and then asking ques- 
tions, but rarely speaking of himself or 
his books. Indeed, the only one of his 
poems to which he made any special 
reference was his “ Lines on the Death 
of Sheridan,” of which he said, —“ That 
is one of the few things I have written 
of which I am really proud.” And I re- 
member startling him one evening by 
quoting several of his poems in which 
he had said “hard things” of women, 

ly changing, repeating 
passages of an opposite character, and 
saying, “ You know far more of my 


poems than I do myself.” 


his 


The anecdotes he told me were all of 
the class of those I have related, — sim- 
ple, unostentatious. He has been fre- 


quently charged with the weakness of 


undue respect for the aristocracy. I 
during the whole of 


our intercourse, speak of great people 


never heard him, 


with whom he had been intimate, nev- 
er a word of honors accorded to 


him ; and, certainly, he never uttered a 


the 


sentence of satire or censure or harsh- 
ness concerning any one of his contem- 
poraries. I cannot recall any conversa- 
tion with him in which he spoke of in- 
timacy with the great, and certainly no 
anecdote of his familiarity with men or 
women of the upper orders; although 
he conversed with 
called 


remember his describing with 


me often of those 
lower classes. I 
proud 


warmth his visit to his friend Boyse, 


who are the 


at Bannow, in the County of Wexford : 
the delight he enjoyed at receiving the 
homage of bands of the peasantry, gath- 
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ered to greet him; the arches of green 
leaves under which he passed; and the 
dances with the pretty peasant-girls, — 
one in particular, with whom he led off 
a country-dance.* Would that those 
who fancied him a tuft-hunter could 
have heardhim! They would have seen 
how really humble was his heart. In- 
deed, a reference to his Journal will show 
that of all his contemporaries, whenever 
he spoke of them, he had ever some- 
thing kindly to say. There is no evi- 
dence of ill-nature in any case, — not 
a shadow of envy or jealousy. The 
sturdiest Scottish grazier not 
have been better pleased than he was 
to see the elegant home at Abbotsford, 
or have felt prouder to know that a po- 
et had been created a baronet. When 
speaking of Wordsworth’s absorption 
of all the talk at a dinner-table, Moore 
says, — “ But I was well pleased to be 


could 


a listener.” And he records, that Gen- 
eral Peachey, “who is a neighbor of 
Southey, mentions some amiable traits 
of him.” 

The house at Sloperton is a small, 
neat, but comparatively poor cottage, 
for which Moore paid originally the 
princely sum of forty pounds a year, 
“furnished.” Subsequently, however, he 
became its tenant under a repairing- 
lease at eighteen pounds annual rent. 
He took possession of it in November, 
1817. 
but delighted with it, which shows the 
humility of her taste,” writes Moore to 
his mother ; “for it is a small thatched 
cottage, and we get it furnished for forty 
” “Ithasa small garden 


Bessy was “not only satisfied, 


pounds a year.’ 
and lawn in front, and a kitchen-garden 
behind. 
kitchen-garden is a raised bank,” — the 
poet’s “terrace-walk,” so he loved to 
call it. Here a small deal table stood 
through all weathers ; for it was his cus- 
tom to compose as he walked, and at 


Along two of the sides of this 


““One of them (my chief muse) was a ren 
ably pretty girl ; when I turned round to he 
ompanied my triumphal car, and said, * ‘I 


journey for you,’ she answered, with a 


long 
your heart good, ‘Oh 
Sir, it was three hundred miles!’ There’ 
What was Petrarch in the Capitol u 
— This 


strange to say, she still keeps it. 


that would have done 


wish 


you ! 
— Journal, &« “pretty girl’s” nam 
, 


a= and 
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this table to pause and write down his 
thoughts. Hence he had always a view 
of the setting sun; and I believe noth- 
ing on earth gave him more intense 
pleasure than practically to realize the 
line, — 

** How 


glorious the sun looked in sinking !” 


for, as Mrs. Moore has since told us, he 
very rarely missed this sight. 

In 1811, the year of his marriage, 
he lived at York Terrace, Queen’s Elm, 
Brompton. Mrs. Moore tells me it was 
a pretty house: the Terrace was then 
isolated, and opposite nursery-gardens. 
Long afterwards (in 1824) he went to 
Brompton to “indulge himself with a 
sight of that house.” In 1812 he was 
settled at Kegworth; and in 1813, at 
Maytield Cottage, near Ashbourne, in 
Of Mayfield, one of his 
friends, who twenty years afterwards ac- 


Derbyshire 


companied him there to see it, remarks 
on the small, solitary, and now wretched- 
looking cottage, where all the fine “ ori- 
had 


lis cottage he 


entalism” and “sentimentalism ” 


been engendered. Of tl 
himself writes, ‘It was a poor place, 
little better than a barn; but we at once 
took it and set about making it habita- 
ble.” 

As Burns was made a gauger because 
he was partial to whiskey, Moore was 
made Colonial Secretary at Bermuda, 
where his principal duty was to “over- 
haul the accounts of skippers and their 
mates.” Being called to England, his 
irs were placed in charge of a su- 
perintendent, who betrayed him, and left 
him answerable for a heavy debt, which 
rendered necessary a temporary resi- 
dence in Paris. That debt, however, was 
paid, \ the aid of 
of whom would have gladly relieved 
him of it, but literally by “the 
of his brow.” Exactly so it was when 
the MS. “Life of Byron” was burned: 
it was by 


not by 


pe ' 
Iriends, some 


sweat 


Moore, and not by the rela- 
tives of Byron, (neither was it by aid 
had received 


{ 
lisher wh 


of friends.) the money he 


was returned to the pu o had 


i 
advanced it. “ The glorious privilege 
of being independent” was, indeed, es- 


sentially his, —in his boyhood, through- 
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out his manhood, and in advanced age, 
—always ! 

In 1799 he came to London to enter 
at the Middle Temple. (His first lodg- 
ing was at 44, George Street, Portman 
Square.) Very soon afterwards we find 
him declining a loan of money proffer- 
ed him by Lady Donegal. He thanked 
God for the many sweet things of this 
kind God threw in his way, yet at that 
moment he was “terribly puzzled how 
to pay his tailor.” In 1811, his friend 
Douglas, who had just received a large 
that 
he might fill it up for any sum he need- 


legacy, handed him a blank check, 


ed. 
Moore to his mother ; 


‘I did not accept the offer,” writes 
“but you may 


feelings. 


} } 
] 
10a 


guess my Yet just then he 


had been compelled to draw on his pub- 
lisher, Power, for a sum of thirty pounds, 
“to be repaid partly in songs,” and was 
sending his mother a second-day paper, 
hase at 
Even in 1842 he 
was “haunted worryingly,” not know- 


which he was enabled “to pure 


rather a cheap rate.” 


ing how to meet his son Russell’s draft 


and a 


for one hundred pounds ; 


year 
bank- 


er to send fifty pounds to his son Tom. 


afterwards he utterly drained his 


Once, being anxious that Bessy should 
for the poor at Brom- 
sent a friend five 


have some money 
ham, he pounds, re- 
questing him to forward it to Bessy as 
from himself; and when urged by some 
thoughtless person to make a larger al- 
lowance to his son Tom, in order that he 
might “live like a gentleman,” he writes, 
— “If 7 had thought but of living like a 
gentleman, ; 


my dear father and mother, of my sw 


what would have become of 
eet 
sister Nell, of my admirable Bessy’s 
mother?” He declined to represent 
Limerick in Parliament, on the ground 
that his “circumstances were not such 
as to justify coming into Parliament at 
all, because to the labor of the day I am 

His 
who could 


indebted for my daily support.” 


must be a miserable soul 
sneer at the poet studying how he could 
manage to recompense the doctor who 
would “take no fees,” and at his amuse- 
ment when 


whether they could afford the expense 


Bessy was “calculating 


of a fly to Devizes.” 
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As with his mother, so with his wife. 
From the year 1811, the year of his 
marriage,* to that of his death, in 1852, 
from him the continual 
homage of a lover ; away from her, no 
matter 


she received 
what were his allurements, he 
was ever longing to be at home. Those 
who love as he did wife, children, and 
friends will appreciate, although the 
worldling cannot, such commonplace 
— ‘Pulled some 
1 on Ronan’s Island (Killarney) to 


sentences as these: 


heat! 
send to my dear Bessy”; when in It- 
aly, “ 
more precious to me than all the won- 
while in Paris, “send- 
y and my little ones ; wher- 


got letters from my sweet Bessy, 


ders I can see” 
ing for Bess 
ever they are will be home, and a hap- 
When absent, (which 
rarely for more than a week,) no 


py home to me.” 
was 
matter where or in what company, sel- 
dom a day passed that he did not write 
a letter to Bessy. The home enjoy- 
ments, reading to her, making her the 
depositary of all his thoughts and hopes, 
were his deep delights, compen- 

sations for time spent amid scenes and 
people who had no space in his 
Even when in “ terrible request,” 


i 
with 


heart. 
his thoughts and his heart were there, 
—in 

that saving Ark, 

light at last I ’ve found, 

1en all v's 

and stor 
irl Russell to 
—“ The 


excellence of his wife’s moral character, 


This is the tribute of E 
the wife of the poet Moore: 
her energy and courage, her persever- 
i a better and 
a richer partner to Moore than an 


ing economy, made her 
even 
ten thousand a year would 

n, with less devotion to her 
steadiness of conduct.” 
“ demo- 
It was the pride that 
and 


d him in the proud in- 


of his wife’s 


bove a mean action, 


depend arked his character 
from birt] 

his diary contains 
this sad passage :—“ The last of my five 


th Dyke, at 
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children is gone, and we are left deso- 
late and alone. Not a single relation 
have I in this world.” His father had 
died in 1825 ; his sweet mother in 1832 ; 
“excellent Nell” in 1846; and his chil- 
dren one after another, three of them 
in youth, and two grown up to man- 
hood, — his two boys, Tom and Rus- 
sell, the first-named of whom died in 
Africa in 1846, an officer in the French 
service ; the other at Sloperton in 1842, 
soon after his return from India, hav- 
ing been compelled by ill-health to re- 
sign his commission as a lieutenant in 
the Twenty-Fifth Regiment. 

In 1835 the influence of Lord Lans- 
downe obtained for Moore a pension of 
three hundred pounds a year from Lord 
Melbourne’s due 
from any government, but much more 
from one some of the members of which 
are proud to think themselves your 
friends.” The “ wolf, poverty,” therefore, 


government, — “ as 


in his latter years, did not prowl so con- 
tinually about his door. But there was 
no fund for luxuries, none for the extra 
comforts that old age Mrs. 


ge requires. 
Moore now lives on a crown pension 


of one hundred pounds a year, and the 
interest of the sum of three thousand 
pounds, — the sum advanced by the ev- 
er-liberal friends of the poet, the Long- 
mans, for the Memoirs and Journal ed- 
ited by Lord John, now Earl, Russell, 
—a lord whom the poet dearly loved. 

When his diary was published, as 
from time to time volumes of it ap- 
peared, slander was busy with the fame 
of one of the best and most upright 
of all the men that God ennobled by 


the gift of genius.* For my own part, 


There were two who sought to throw filth upon 


ey were his own ntrymen, 


John Wilson Croker. ‘The 


—Charles Phillips and 
former had written a wretched and ut 


leaning pam- 


phlet, which he suppressed when a few copies only 


und I am proud to be it was in 


conseque > of me remarks upon it 5 ten by me, 


for which he commenced, but ntly aban- 


lings against me for libel The atro- 
n Moore in the “Quarterly Review” 

John Wilson Croker. It was the old 
log Yet 
at that time be scarcely described as 
it was from his death-bed ! 
And what br 


few careless words 


was written by 


illustration of the dead lion and the living 


Croker could 
living ; e shot the poisoned 
t out the venom? Merelya 
h he 
bler of all work,” 


arrow 
of Moore’s, in wh lescribed 


Croker “as a scril — words that 
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I seek in vain through the eight thick 
volumes of that diary for any evidence 
that can lessen the poet in this high es- 
timate. I find, perhaps, too many pas- 
sages fitted only for the eye of love or 
the ear of sympathy; but I read xo one 
that shows the poet other than the de- 
voted and loving husband, the thought- 
ful and affectionate parent, the consid- 
erate and generous friend. 

It was said of him by Leigh Hunt, 
that Lord Byron summed up his char- 
acter in a sentence, — ‘“ Tommy loves 
a lord!” 
did, only such lords as Lansdowne and 
He loved 
also those who are “lords of human- 
kind” in a far other sense; and, as I 
have shown, there is nothing in his 


Perhaps he did; but if he 


Russell were his friends. 


character that stands out in higher re- 
lief than his entire freedom from de- 
pendence. To which of the great did 
he apply during seasons of difficulty 
Which of them 
did he use for selfish purposes ? Whose 
patronage among them all was profit- 
To what Baal did the poet Moore 
ever bend the knee ? 

He had a large share of domestic 


approaching poverty? 


able ? 


sorrows ; one after another, his five be- 
loved children died ; I have quoted his 
“We His 
admirable survives 
him. 


words, are left — alone.” 
devoted 
I visited, a short time ago, the 
that is 


was adored 


and wife 


If ever 
adoration, so 


home desolate. 


man 


now 
where 
far as earth is concerned, is most to be 
hoped for and valued, it is in the cot- 
tage where the poet’s widow lives, and 
will die. 
Let it be inscribed on his tomb, that 
ild have erased, if it had occurred to 
Anothe yas Crof- 


| > man whose 


l wo 


1 to unloose 
landerer 


named Quin 


was 


en well said, A prophet is never 


s own country. The proverb 
ets. Assured 
every part of 
The rea- 
parties, yet 
early aspi- 
rations for liberty, uttered mper ble verse ; the 
other ild not don wl led his dese 
of their cause, 


rtion 
when he and was will- 


ing to do, and was doing, jus to Ireland 
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ever, amid privations and temptations, 
the allurements of grandeur and the 
suggestions of poverty, he preserved 
his self-respect ; bequeathing no prop- 
erty, but leaving no debts; having had 
no “ testimonial” of acknowledgment or 
reward, — seeking none, nay, avoiding 
any ; making millions his debtors for in- 
tense delight, and acknowledging him- 
self paid by the poet’s meed, “the trib- 
ute of a smile”; never truckling to pow- 
er; laboring ardently and honestly for 
his political faith, but never lending 
was meant for man- 
kind ; proud, and rightly proud, of his 


to 
party that which 
self-obtained position, but neither scorn- 
ing nor slighting the humble root from 
which he sprang. 

He was born and bred a Roman Cath- 
olic; but entirely and 
purely catholic. Charity was the out- 
pouring of his heart; its pervading es- 


his creed was 


sence was that which he expressed in 
one of his Melodies, — 
** Shall I ask the brave sold 1 


lier who fights t 
In the cause of m 


LI give 


y my side, 
nkind, if our creeds agree ? 
up the friend I have valued and tried, 


Sha g 
If he kneel not before 


the same altar with me?” 


His children were all baptized and 
educated of the Church of 
England. attended the 
the 
of the Church of England he was bur- 


members 
He 


according to 


parish 
church, and ritual 
ied. 

It was not any outward change of 
religion, but homage to a purer and 
holier faith, that induced him to have 
his children baptized and brought up as 
members of the English Church. “ For 
myself,” he says, “my having married a 
Protestant wife gave me opportunity of 
choosing a religion, at least for my chil- 
dren; and if my marriage had no other 
advantage, I should think this quite suf- 
ficient to be grateful for.” 

Moore was the eloquent advocate of 
his country, when it was oppressed, 
goaded, and socially enthralled; but 
when time and enlightened policy re- 
moved al 
Irishman and the Englishman, between 
the Protestant and the Roman Catholic, 
his muse was silent, because content ; 
nay, he protested in impressive verse 


distinctions between the 
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On Board the 


against a continued agitation that re- 
tarded her progress, when her claims 
were admitted, her rights acknowledged, 
and her wrongs redressed. 

Reference to the genius of Moore is 
My object in this “ Mem- 
is to offer homage to his moral 
and social worth. The world that ob- 


} 
needless. 


ory” 


tains intense delight from his poems, 
and willin 


po 


mate tne 


xly acknowledges its debt to 
the has been less ready to esti- 
high and estimable character, 
nd faithful nature of the man. 
however, many — may this 
tribute augment the number ! — 
by whom the 


the loving < 


There are, 
humble 
memory of Thomas Moore 
is cherished in the heart of hearts; to 
whom the cottage at Sloperton will be 


shrine while they live, —that grave 
beside the village church a 


better love 


monument 
of any other of 
the men of genius by whom the world is 
lelighted, enlightened, and refined 


] 


That God is love,” wri s fric 


and biogra 


tes hi n 
pher, Earl Russell, “ was the 
of that man 
should love his neighbor as himself 


summary his belief; a 


lls 
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seems to have been the rule of his life.” 
The Earl of Carlisle, inaugurating the 
statue of the poet,* bore testimony to 
his moral and social worth “in all the 
holy relations of life,—as son, as 
brother, as husband, father, as 
friend”; and on the same occasion, 
Mr. O’Hagan, Q. C., thus expressed 
himself: — “ He was faithful to all the 
sacred obligations and all the dear char- 


as 


ities of domestic life, — he was the idol 
of a household.” 

Perhaps a better, though a far briefer, 
summary of the character of Thomas 
Moore than any of these may be given 
in the Dr. Parr, 
queathed to him a ring : — 


words of who be- 


“To one who stands high in my es- 
timation for original genius, for his ex- 


quisite sensibility, for h l 


lependent 


spirit, and incorruptible integrity.” 


is in 


tis t 
Golds h 
—a work rarely su 


at any period in any country 


SEVENTY-SIX. 
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Her scuppers, from the waves’ clutch staggering free, 


UR ship lay tumbling in an angry sea, 
Her rudder gone, her mainmast o’er the side ; 


Trailed threads of priceless crimson through the tide ; 


Sails, shrouds, and spars with pirate cannon torn, 


We lay, awaiting morn. 


Awaiting morn, such morn as mocks despair ; 


And she that bore the promise of the world 


Within her sides, now hopeless, helmless, bare, 


At random o’er the wildering waters hurled ; 


The reek of battle drifting slow a-lee 


Not sullener than we. 


Morn came at last to peer 


When, lo, a sail! 


into our woe, 


Now surely help is nigh ; 


The red cross flames aloft, Christ’s pledge ; but no, 


Her black guns grinning hate, she rushes by 


And hails us: 


— “Gains the leak ? 


Ah, so we thought ! 


Sink, then, with curses fraught !” 





On Board the Seventy-Six. [January, 


I leaned against my gun still angry-hot, 

And my lids tingled with the tears held back ; 
This scorn methought was crueller than shot ; 
The manly death-grip in the battle-wrack, 
Yard-arm to yard-arm, were more friendly far 
Than such fear-smothered war. 


There our foe wallowed like a wounded brute, 
The fiercer for his hurt. What now were best? 
Once more tug bravely at the peril’s root, 
Though death come with it? Or evade the test 
If right or wrong in this God’s world of ours 

se leagued with higher powers ? 

Some, faintly loyal, felt their pulses lag 

With the slow beat that doubts and then despairs ; 
Some, caitiff, would have struck the starry flag 
That knits us with our past, and makes us heirs 
Of deeds high-hearted as were ever done 


’Neath the all-seeing sun. 


But one there was, the Singer of our crew, 
Upon whose head Age waved his peaceful sign, 
But whose red heart’s-blood no surrender knew ; 
And couchant under brows of massive line, 

The eyes, like guns beneath a parapet, 
Watched, charged with lightnings yet. 


The voices of the hills did his obey > 

The torrents flashed and tumbled in his song ; 
He brought our native fields from far away, 

Or set us ’mid the innumerable throng 

Of dateless woods, or where we heard the calm 
Old homestead’s evening psalm. 


But now he sang of faith to things unseen, 

Of freedom’s birthright given to us in trust; 
And words of doughty cheer he spoke between, 
That made all earthly fortune seem as dust, 
Matched with that duty, old as time and new, 
Of being brave and true. 


We, listening, learned what makes the might of words, — 
Manhood to back them, constant as a star ; 

His voice rammed home our cannon, edged our swords, 
And sent our boarders shouting ; shroud and spar 

Heard him and stiffened ; the sails heard and wooed 
The winds with loftier mood. 


In our dark hour he manned our guns again; 
Remanned ourselves from his own manhood’s store ; 
Pride, honor, country throbbed through all his strain ; 
And shall we praise? God’s praise was his before ; 
And on our futile laurels he looks down; 

Himself our bravest crown. 
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ERE comes the First of January, 
Sighteen Hundred and Sixty- 

Five, and we are all settled comfortably 
into our winter places, with our winter 
all cracks 
and openings are calked and listed, the 
double i 


surroundings and belongings ; 


windows 
the cellar 


liking, sending 


furnace 
is ruddy and in 


are in, the 


dragon in 
good up his warming 


respirations through every pipe and 
register in the house; and yet, though 


an artificial summer reigns everywhere, 
like bees, we have our swarming-place, 
—in my library. There is my chimney- 
corner, and my table permanently estab- 
] j 


lished on one side of the hearth; and 
h 


each of the female genus , so to 


speak, pitched her own winter-tent with- 


1as 


in sight of the blaze of my camp-fire. I 
discerned to-day that Jennie had surrep- 
titiously appropriated one of the drawers 
of my study-table to knitting-needles 
and 


worsted ; and wicker work-baskets 
} 


and stands of various heights and siz- 
es seem to be planted here and there 
for permanence among the bookcases. 
The canary-bird has a sunny window, 
and the plants spread out their leaves 
] f there 


and ul ir blossoms as if 


were 1! and snow in the street, and 
Rover makes a hearth-rug of himself in 
winking satisfaction in front of my fire, 
iken with a fit 


when he beats a 


except when Jennie is t 
of discipline, retreat, 
and secretes himself under my table. 

Peaceable, ah, how peaceable, home 


And 


whistle, 


and warmth in winter! 

ir the wind 
ir brave brothers, 
lers, who for ou 
the 
the hard pillow of the barrack, 


our saviours and defen 


sake have » home but muddy 


camp, 
uncertain fare, - 
you, the rank and file, the thousand un- 


the weary march, the 


noticed ones, who have left warm fires, 
dear wives, loving little children, with- 


out even the hope of glory or fame, — 


without even the hope of doing any- 
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thing remarkable or perceptible for the 
cause you love, —resigned only to fill 
the ditch or bridge the chasm over 
which your country shall walk to peace 
and joy! Good men and true, brave 
unknown hearts, we salute you, and feel 
that we, in our soft peace and security, 
are not worthy of you! When we think 
of you, our simple comforts seem lux- 


uries all too good 


for us, who give so 
little when you give all! 

But there are others to whom from 
our bright homes, our cheerful fire- 
sides, we would fain say a word, if we 
dared. 

Think of a mother receiving a letter 
with such a passage as this in it! It is 
extracted from one we have just seen, 
written by a private in the 
Sheridan, describing the death 
private. “He fell instantly, gave a 
culiar smile and look, and 


pe- 
then closed 
his eyes. We laid him down gently 
at the foot of a large tree. | 


hands 


crossed 
his over his breast, closed his 
eyelids down, but the smile was still on 
his face. I wrapped him in his tent, 
spread my pocket-handkerchief over his 
face, wrote his name on a piece of pa- 
breast, and 
find 
a grave.” There 
i OE 


a history that is mult ig it- 


per, and pinned it on his 


we left him: we could 
pick or shovel to dig 


it is !— 


there not 


el) 


plyin 
self by hundreds daily, the substance 


of what has come to so many homes, 


and must come to so many more be- 


fore the great price of our ransom is 
paid ! 
What can \ iy to 


many, many homes where the light has 


you, in those 


gone out forever ?— you, O fathers, 
mothers, wives, sisters, haunted by a 
name that has ceased to be spoken on 
earth, - 


more 


whom there is no 


the 


you, for 


news from camp, no more 


reading of lists, no more tracing of 
maps, no more letters, but only a blank, 


dead silence! The battle-cry goes on, 
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but for you it is passed by! the victory 
comes, but, oh, never more to bring him 
back to you! your offering to this great 
cause has been made, and been taken ; 
you have thrown into it a// your living, 
even all that you had, and from hence- 
forth your house is left unto you deso- 
late! O ye watchers of the cross, ye 
waiters by the sepulchre, what can be 
We could almost extin- 
that 
too bright when we think of you 


said to you? 
cuish our own home-fires, seem 
r dark- 
ip, the 


ness ; the laugh dies on our li; 
lamp burns dim through our tears, and 
we seem scarcely worthy to speak words 
of comfort, lest we seem as those who 
mock a grief they cannot know. 

sut is there no consolation? Is it 
nothing to have had such a treasure to 
give, and to have given it freely for the 


noblest cause for which ever battl 
set, — for the salvation of your country 
for the freedom of all mankind? Had 
he died a fruitless death, in the track 
of common life, blasted 


) 


by fever, smit- 
ten or rent by crushing accident, then 
might his most precious life seem to be 
as water spilled upon the ground; but 
10w it has been given for a cause and 
a purpose worthy even the anguish of 
He has been 


to be numbered with 


your loss and sacrifice. 


counted worthy 
those who stood with precious incense 
between the living and the dea 
the plague which was consumin 
might be stayed. The 


blood of 
young martyrs shall be the s« 

future church of liberty, and fro 
ery drop shall spring up flowers of 


O wi 


among bereavec 


low! O mothe 


l women! 


healing. 


to you a treasure that 

those who have lost in j 
—the power to say, “He died for his 
country.” 


In all the good that comes 


of this anguish you shall a right 


and share by virtue of this sacrifice. 
from 
chains, the glory of a nation new-born, 
the assurance of a triumphant future for 


your country and the world, 


The joy of freedmen bursting 


all these 
become yours by the purchase-money 
of that precious blood. 

Besides this, there are other treasures 
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that come through sorrow, and sorrow 
alone. There are celestial plants of 
root so long and so deep that the land 
must be torn and furrowed, ploughed up 
from the very foundation, before they 
can strike and flourish; and when we 
see how God's plough is driving back- 
ward and forward and across this nation, 
rending, tearing up tender shoots, and 
burying soft wild-flowers, we ask our- 
selves, What is He going to plant? 
Not the first 


nor the second, 
after the ground 
1 


year, 
has been broken up, 
} 


does the purpose of the husbandman 


appear. At first we see only what is 
uprooted and ploughed in, i 
drabbled, and the violet crus! 

the first trees planted amid the unsig! 
ly furrows stand dumb and disconsolate, 
flower or 
Their work is under the 


irresolute in leaf, and without 
fruit. 


gi 
In darkness and silence they are 

forth long fibres, searching hither 
thither the black soil for 
strength that years hence shall burst 


under 


into bloom and bearing. 

What is true of 
individuals. It may seem now winter 
and desolation with you. 


nations is true of 


Your hearts 
have been ploughed and harrowed and 
are now frozen There is not a 
flower left, not a blade of grass, not a 
bird to sing, - 


that any b 


up. 


and it is hard to believe 
iter flowers, 


rig 


any greener 
than 
torn away : and 
Nature herself teacl 


} 
I 
1 
i 


herbage, shall spring up, those 


which have been yet 
there will. 
to-day. Out-doors nothing but bare 


branches and shrouding snow; and yet 
you know that there is not a tree th: 
is not patiently holding out at the en 
of its boughs next year’s buds, froze: 
unkilled. 


lilac have their blossoms 


indeed, but 


dron and the 


The rhododen- 


all ready, wrapped in cere-cloth, wait 
ing in patient faith. Under the frozen 
ground the crocus and the hyacinth 
and the tulip hide in their hearts the 
perfect forms of future flowers. And 
it is even so with you: your leaf-buds 
of the future are frozen, but not killed ; 
the soil of your heart has many flowers 
under it cold and still now, but they 


will yet come up and bloom. 
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The dear old book of comfort tells 
No 
chastening for the present seemeth joy- 
ous, but grievous, but afterwards it 
yieldeth peaceable fruits of righteous- 
We, as individuals, as a nation, 
need to have faith in that AFTERWARDS. 


of no present healing for sorrow. 


ness. 


It is sure to come,—sure as spring 
and summer to follow winter. 

sre is a certain amount of suffering 
follow the rending of the 
great chords of life, suffering which is 
natural and inevitable; it 


ut d dow n; 


~IpTat 

must 
| 
i 


cannot be 
it cannot be stilled ; it 
can no more be soothed by any effort 
ith and reason than the pain of a 
tured limb, or the agony of fire on 
living fle 

to brace ourselves to bear it, calling on 
God, as the martyrs did in the fire, and 
signing ourselves to let it 


sh. All that we can do is 


burn on. 


We must be willing to suffer, since God 


so wills. There are just so many waves 
to go over us, just so many arrows of 
stinging thought to be shot into our 
soul, just so many faintings and sink- 
ings and revivings only to suffer again, 
belonging to and inherent in our por- 
tion of sorrow ; and there is a work of 
healing that God has placed in the 
hands of Time alone. 

Time heals all things at last; vet it 
depends much on us in our suffering, 
whether time shall send us forth healed, 
indeed, but maimed and crippled and 
callous, or whether, looking to the great 
Physician of sorrows, and coworking 
with him, we come forth stronger and 
fairer even for our wounds. 

We call ourselves a Christian people, 
and the peculiarity of Christianity is 
that it is a worship and doctrine of 
sorrow. The five wounds of Jesus, the 
instruments of the passion, the cross, 
the sepulchre, — these are its emblems 


} 


1d watchwords. In thousands of 


churches, amid gold and gems and al- 
tars fragrant with perfume, are seen 
the crown of thorns, the nails, the spear, 
the cup of vinegar mingled with gall, the 
sponge that could not slake that burning 
death-thirst ; and in a voice choked with 
anguish the Church in many lands and 
divers tongues prays from age to age, — 
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“ By thine agony and bloody sweat, by 
thy cross and passion, by thy precious 
death and burial!” — mighty words of 
comfort, whose meaning reveals itself 
only to souls fainting in the cold death- 
sweat of mortal anguish! They tell all 
Christians that by uttermost distress 
alone was the Captain of their salvation 
made perfect as a Saviour. 

Sorrow brings us into the true unity 
of the Church, — that unity which un- 
derlies all external creeds, and uniies 
all hearts that have suffered deeply 
enough to know that when sorrow is 
at its utmost there is but one kind of 
What 
matter, 7# extremis, whether we be call- 
ed Romanist, or Protestant, or Greek, 
or Calvinist ? 

We suffer, and Christ suffered; we 
die, and Christ died; he conquered 
suffering and death, he rose and lives 


sorrow, and but one remedy. 


and reigns, — and we shall conquer, 
rise, live, and reign; the hours on the 
cross were long, the thirst was bitter, 
the darkness and horror real, — du¢ they 
ended. After the wail, “ My God, why 
hast thou forsaken me?” came the calm, 
that 
our “It is finished ” shall come also. 


“Tt is finished”; pledge to us all 


Christ arose, fresh, joyous, no more 
to die ; and it is written, that, when the 
disciples were gathered together in fear 
and sorrow, he stood in the midst of 
them, and showed unto them his hands 
and his side; and then were they glad. 
Already had the healed wounds of 
Jesus become pledges of consolation 
to innumerable thousands ; those 
who, like Christ, the 
weary struggles, the dim horrors of 


the cross,— who have lain, like him, 


and 


have suffered 


cold and chilled in the hopeless sepul- 
chre, —if his spirit wakes them to life, 
shall come forth with healing power 
for others who have suffered and are 
suffering. 

Count the good and beautiful minis- 
trations that have been wrought in this 
world of need and labor, and how many 
of them have been wrought by hands 
wounded and scarred, by hearts that 
had scarcely ceased to bleed ! 

How many priests of consolation is 
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God now ordaining by the fiery impo- 


sition of sorrow! how many Sisters of 
the Bleeding Heart, Daughters of Mer- 
cy, Sisters of Charity, are receiving their 
first vocation in tears and blood! 

The report of every battle strikes in- 
to some home; and heads fall low, and 
hearts are shattered, and only God sees 
the joy that is set before them, and that 
shall He 
sees our morning at the same moment 


that He sees our night, — sees us com- 


come out of their sorrow. 


forted, healed, risen to a higher life, 
at the same moment that He sees us 
crushed and broken in the dust; and 
so, though tenderer than we, He bears 
our great sorrows for the joy that is set 
before us. 

After the Napoleonic wars had deso- 
lated Europe, the country was, like all 
after full of shattered 


countries war, 


households, of widows and orphans and 
homeless wanderers. A nobleman of Si- 
lesia, the Baron von Kottwitz, who had 
lost his wife and all his family in the re- 
verses and sorrows of the times, found 
himself alone in the world, which looked 
more dreary and miserable through the 
But 
whose heart had 
by 
voice of Christ; and 


He 


ill that one man 


multiplying lenses of his own tears. 
one of those 
been quit kened in its death anguish 


the 
he came 


he was 


resurrection 
forth to life and comfort. 
] 


bravely resolved to do 


could to lessen the 
He sold hi 


Berlin 


> 


rreat sum of misery. 
s estates in Sile$ia, bought in 


a large building that had been 
used as barracks for the soldiers, and, 
fitting it up in plain, commodious apart- 
ments, formed there a great family- 
establishment, into which he received 
the i £ i 
that had 


orphan children, widowed and 


wrecks and fragments of families 
a ea 
peen Droken UD DY 


war, 


women, decrepit old le, disabled 
soldiers. These he made his family, 
| himself their father and 


He abode wi 


peop 


and constitute 
1em, and cared 
He had schools 


chief. 
for them as a parent. 
for the ] advanced 


children ; the more 


he put to trades and employments; he 
set up a hospital for the sick ; and for all 


he had the priestly ministrations of his 


own Christ-like heart. The celebrated 
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Professor Tholuck, one of the most 
learned men of modern Germany, was 
an early protégé of the old Baron’s, who, 
discerning his talents, put him in the 
way of a liberal education. In his ear- 
lier years, like many others of the young 
who play with life, ignorant of its needs, 
Tholuck piqued himself on a lordly skep- 
ticism with regard to the commonly re- 
ceived Christianity, and even wrote an 
essay to prove the superiority of the Mo- 
hammedan to the Christian religion. In 
speaking of his conversion, he says, — 
“What 1 argument, 


moved me 
nor any spoken reproof, but simply that 


was no 


divine image of the old Baron walking 
before my soul. That life was an argu- 


ment always present to me, and which 


I never could answer; and so I became 
a Christian.” In the life of this man we 
see the victory over sorrow. How many 


with means like his, when desolated by 


like bereavements, have lain coldly and 
idly gazing on the miseries of life, and 
weaving around themselves icy tissues 
and despair, — doubting the 


being of a God, 


of doubt 
doubting the reality of 
a Providence, doubting the divine love, 
embittered and rebellious against the 
power which they could not resist, yet 
to which they would not submit! In 


hill 


ger of sorrow. 


dan- 
And it is a mortal dan- 
It is a torpor that must be re- 


such a « heart-freeze lies the 


ger. 
sisted, as the man in the whirling snows 
must bestir himself, or he will i 
The 


broken by an effort of religion and duty. 


melancholy must 


The stagnant blood must be made to 


flow by active work, and the cold hand 
warmed by clasping the hanc 

stretched towards it in sympa 
supplication. One orphan child 
in, to be fed, clothe 


l, and nurtur 


save a heart from freezing to death: 


] 


and God knows this war is making but 


too many orphans! 

It is easy to subscribe to an orphan 
on in 
Such 


do good to the children who are thereby 


asylum, 


ama 1 1; 
ana ioneiness. 


ind £0 ones despair 


ministries may 
saved from the street, but they impart 
little warmth and comfort to the giver. 
One destitute child housed, taught, cared 
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for, and tended personally, will bring 
more solace to a suffering heart than a 
dozen maintained in an asylum. Not 
that the child will probably prove an an- 
gel, or even an uncommonly interesting 


mortal. Itis a prosaic work, this bring- 
i hildren, and there can be lit- 
iter in it. The child may not 
what is done for him, may 


rticularly grateful, may have 
faults, and continue to have 


pains 


on your part to 
and yet it is a fact, 
leem one human being from 
destitution and ruin, even in some home- 
ery-( course of ministrations, is 
est possible tonics and al- 
1 sick and wounded spirit. 
t the only avenue to be- 
We 
hos- 
the 


for these are charities that 


h the 
the 


} 
ire and 


war opens. 
ime service of 
education of 
freedmen, 
have long been before the eyes of the 


and 


communit 


have employed thou- 


sands of busy hands: thousands of sick 


ls to tend, a to be 
and Ch 
e work enough for one age; 
War shatters 


race 
ilized, ianized, 
is not all. 
it is hard to say what 

ill not | 


ind strengthening 


need rebuilding and 
anew. 
ist of the evils of war are the 
1 a great army engenders 
peculiar to 
pec uliar to 


wherever it moves, — vices 


military life, as others are 


peace. The poor soldier perils for us 
body, but his soul. He 
harassing and exhausting 

i f violent strain on 


toil and privation, of 
i ting with 


the ner\ 
sudden cc , creating a craving for 


stimulants, and endan the forma- 


What furies and 


gering 


tion of fatal habits. 
that follow the 

the 
mother, wife, and 
and tempt 
lis troubles in a momen- 


army, 
na sol lier in his 
tent, far 
sister, 


tired, disheartened, 


him to forget | 


tary exhilaration, that burns 


I] 


only to 

chi ril angels are 

and 

there must be good angels enlisted to 
VOL. XV. — NO. 8 8 


ana ft 


} ' 
» destroy 


always active and indefatigable, 
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face them ; and here is employment for 
Ah, we 


sons in 


the slack hand of grief. 
known 


have 
mothers bereft of this 
war, who have seemed at once to open 
wide their hearts, and to become moth- 
every brave 


ers to soldier in the field. 


They have lived only to work, — and in 
place of one lost, their sons have been 
counted by thousands. 

And not least of all the fields for 
exertion and Christian charity l 


openec 


wom- 


by this war is that presented by 


anhood. The war is abstracting from 
the community its protecting and sh« 
tering elements, and leaving tl 


and dependent in vast di 


the ave 


less 


tion. For years to come, 


lone women will be lar 


age 
gely increased ; 


and the demand, always great, for some 


means by which they may provide for 


themselves, in the rude stle of the 


world, will become more urgent and im- 
perative. 
Will any one sit 


ert grief, when two streets off 


midnight dance-houses, where 


twelve, thirteen, and fourteen a1 


swiit Cestru 


hters of 


lured int he way of 
How many of these are daug 
hearts’ 


soldiers who iven tl 


blood for us and 
T wo nol le women Oi . ] \ 

} \ taking tl 
gauge of suffering and misery in 
visiting the hospitals at every 
int, 
cities, and going in their 


is 


our 
land, 


accessible px pausing in our great 
purity to those 
J } 
midnight orgies where mere children 
are being trained for a life of vice and 


infamy. They have talked with these 
] ] + ] +E 


4 ! - ] hal TY ’ 
poo! bewildered souls, ent nzvied int 


oy tous 
sc terrible and ] . elt 
as terribie and as thos¢ 1 


inexorable 
and 


- 
distressed 


slave-market, many of whom 
ightened and 


are f{ at the li 
they are beginning to lead, and earnes 
ly looking for the means of escape. In 
the judgment of these holy women, at 


s+} 1 


iird of those with whom they 


least one tl 
have talked are children so recently en- 
trapped, and so capable of reformati 
that there would be the greatest 

for their While 
are to be done in our land, 


in efforts salvation. 


such thi igs 


is there any reason why any one should 
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die of grief? One soul redeemed will 
do more to lift the burden of sorrow 
than all the blandishments and diver- 
sions of art, all the alleviations of lux- 
ury, all the sympathy of friends. 

In the Roman Catholic Church there 
is an order of women called the Sisters 


of tl 


e Good Shepherd, who have re- 
1 the them- 


nounced the world to devote 


selves, their talents and property, en- 
the work of seeking out and 
saving the fallen of their own sex; and 


= 


the wonders worked by their self-deny- 


ing love on the hearts and lives of even 
the most depraved are credible only to 
know that the Good Shep- 
] ind works with 


those who 
herd Himse 


such spirits engaged in such a work. 


f ever lives 


A similar order of women exists in New 
York, under the direction of the Epis- 
copal Church, in connection with St. 
Luke’s Hospital ; and another in Eng- 
land, who tend the “ House of Mercy” 
of Clewer. 

ben¢ 
of i 


st needs 


volent iations offer 


assot 


t to t lass which 


nterest 
something t he void 
wounds of 
ay find ure in that 
fferer has wealth 


nade by bereave 
ief are less 
rank of life where the 
a 
The 


her all, 


1 1.3 1 1 
anda ieisure. 1aow, whose 
1 


sf break the 


husband was 


paralysis of grief. The necessities 


1 
of lif Nysicial 


\ send 
lly toil, 


yet 


ie are her | 
her out to le 
which, 


unwe 


ome, ye 
harl s it seen has its 
But the 


appliances 
ippliance 


healing pe sufferer sur- 


rounded by the 


of wealth 
» the bale- 

damp 
ith = till 
irre overal ly 
thought 
culti- 
been 


and luxury may long indulge 
ful 


shadows of 


apathy, and remain in the 
the valley yf de 
strength and health are 
How Christ-like is the 
eraceful, eleg: 


lost. 


of a woman, int, 


vated, refined, whose voice has 


trained to melody, whose fingers can 


make sweet harmony with every touch, 
can 
art, 


il and whose needle 


beautiful cre 


whose pen 
the 


. ; 
devoting all the 


awake itions of 
se powers to the work 
of charming back to the sheepfold those 
wandering and bewildered lambs whom 
the Good Shepherd still calls his own! 


Jenny Lind, once, when she sang at a 
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concert for destitute children, exclaimed 


in her enthusiasm, “Is it not beauti- 
ful that I 


not every woman feel, when her graces 


can sing so?” And so may 


i mplishmer —_— a 
and accomplis iments draw the wander 
er, and charm away evil demons, and 


soothe the sore and sickened spirit, and 


make the Christian fold more attractive 


than the dizzy gardens of false pleas- 

ure ’ 

’ a Se 

1 associations, ana ot 
. 


In suc 


kindred nature, how many of the strick- 


1 bereaved 


en an women of our coun- 


ry might find at once a home and an 
object in life! Motherless hearts might 


be made glad in a better and higher 
motherhood ; and the stock of earthly 
life that seemed cut off at the root, and 
may be grafted 


ith a 


dead past recover 
\ 


tree of life 
which is in the Paradise of God. 
: : 


So 


upon Vv shoot from the 


eventful 
the 


the beginning of this 


which finds us still treading 


wine-press of our great conflict, should 
bring with it a serene and solemn hope, 


} 


1 ++ 
with 


a joy such as those had whom 
midst of the fiery furnace there 
like God. 


affliction 


in the 
walked one unto the Son of 
The that 


upon our country is so evidently the 


great has come 
chastening of a Father, rather 
he avenging anger of a Destroy- 
that 
selves in a solemn and holy « 
that shall mak 
bring us 
Never, 
in the whole course of our history, have 
r the 
Right been so commended and 
by I Ne ver 
public men | constrained 


God, 


er, all hearts may submit them- 


he burning 


an from dross and 


forth to a higher national life. 


such teachings of abstract 


pure 
forced 

have 
to 


us -rovidence. 


upon 


een sO 


themselves before 
act nowledge that there is a judg 
Verily His ine 


+ 


humble 


rth. 
] 


blood 


ruleth in the e 


sition for has been stri 
stricken house- 


and lowly, 


awful; and for every 
hold of the poor hundreds 
households of the 


The 
} . — shiil 
slave was first annihilated, 


with all the loves and 


of oppressor have 


been scattered. land where the 
family of the ] 
and the ne 
hopes of a man, was proclaimed to be 


’ 
1 in market 


ero, 


a beast to be bred and sok 
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with the and the that 
land, with its fair name, Virginia, has 


horse swine, — 
been made a desolation so signal, so 
wonderful, that the blindest passer-by 
cannot but ask for what sin so awful a 
been meted out. The pro- 
visions of Nat Turner, who saw 
he leaves and the land 
arkened, have been fulfilled. The work 
of justice which he predicted is being 


executed to the uttermost. 


doom has 
pheti 


drop blood 


God Save 


the Flag! 115 

But when this strange work of judg- 
ment and justice is consummated, when 
our country, through a thousand battles 
and ten thousands of precious deaths, 
shall have come forth from this long 
agony, redeemed and regenerated, then 
God Himself shall return and dwell 
with us, and the Lord God shall wipe 
away all tears from all faces, and the 
rebuke of His people shall He utterly 
take away. 





GOD SAVE 


THE 


FLAG! 


b * * aaaeonaeners in the blood of the brave and the blooming, 


Snatched from the altars of insolent foes, 


Burning with star-fires, but neve 


Flash its broad 1 


consuming, 


ind rose. 


Vainly the prophets of Baal would rend it, 


Vainly his worshippers pray for its fall ; 


} 


Thousands have died for it, 


millions defend it, 


Emblem of justice and mercy to all: 


Justice that reddens the sky with her terrors, 
Mercy that comes with her white-handed train, 


Soothing all passions, redeeming all errors, 
Sheathing the sabre and breaking the chain. 


Borne on the deluge of old 


usurpations, 


Drifted our Ark o’er the desolate seas ; 


This was the rainbow of hope to the nations, 


Torn from the storm-cloud and flung 


ee ' 
to the breeze! 


God bless the Flag and its loyal defenders. 
While its broad folds o’er the battle-field wave, 


Till the dim star-wreath re 


kindle its splendors, 


Washed from its stains in the blood of the brave ! 
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present 
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great charities have attended 


the stron 
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tropi 
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1 liml The wonders of the 


1 | 


own 
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queathed most precious, —all has been 
poured into the lap of this sweet charity, 
and blesseth alike him that gives and 
him that takes. 
tion of the Jews, when they brought the 
Lord’s offering to the work of the taber- 


It is the old convoca- 


nacle of the congregation: “And they 
came, both men and women, and brought 
bracelets, and ear-rings, and rings, and 
tablets, all jewels of gold; and every 
man that offered offered an offering of 
gold unto the Lord. And every man 
with whom was found blue and purple 
and scarlet and fine linen and goats’ 
hair and red skins of rams and badgers’ 


skins brought them. And all the wom- 


en that were wise-hearted did spin with 
that 
they had spun, both of blue 


their hands, and brought which 
and of 
purple and of scarlet and of fine linen. 
And the rulers brought onyx-stones, 
and stones to be set, and spice, and oil 
for the light. The Israel 


brought a willing offering unto the Lord, 


1 


children of 


very man and woman.” 

Truly, not the least of the compensa- 
tions of this war is the new spirit which 
it has set astir in human life, 


ledged brotherhood whicl 


this ac- 


know makes 


all things common, which moves health 
and wealth and leisure and learning to 


ie dangers of the | 


} 


brave t land 


the horrors of the hospital com- 


And 


nto one 


fort of its needy comrade. inas- 
much as he who hath done it 


of the least of these his brethren has 


done it unto the Master, is not this, in 
very deed and truth, Anno 


Year of our Lord? 


Domini, the 
And let all devout 1eart render 


raises to God for the hope we are 


ena- 


t 


led to cherish that He will speedily 


this 


national 
the 


people from th 
sin. 


land 


in 


From the days of our fathers, 
' P 


groaned 


} 
under 


and crime; but none 
juarter deliverance should 
tles and 


South, prophesying the wrath of God 


come, 


Apos- 
prophets arose in North and 
a nation that dared 
truth of 


unrighteousness, and the smile 


to hold its 
brotherhood in 
of God 
only on him who should do justly 


love walk humbly 


against 
great human 
and 


mercy and 


before 
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Him ; but they died in faith, not having 
That faith in 
God, and consequently in the ultimate 


obtained the promises. 


triumph of right over wrong, never 
failed ; but few, even of the most san- 
guine, dared to hope that their eyes 
should see the Lord. 
Upright men spent their lives in un- 
yielding and indignant protest, not so 
much 


the salvation of 


for any immediate result as be- 
cause they could do no otherwise, 
cause the constant violation of saci 
right, the constant defilement and de 
radation of country, wrought so fierce 
and painfully in their hearts that tl 
could not hold their peace. 

they expected no sudden reform, 
believed in the indestructibili 7 
and that 


unto ther 


knew, therefore, 
should not return 
waited for future d: 
happier harvesters should 
their them. 

looks the promise now? A beneficent 
has outstripped our 
The 


summarily given over to the wiser gen- 


some far 


come 


ing with tl 


sneaves 


laggard 
had SO 


Providence 


hopes. work which we 


erations behind us is rapidly approach- 
ing completi n beneath the strokes of 
a few sharp, short years of our own. 


Slavery, which was apologized for by 
the South, tolerated by the North, half 


} 


1 as an evil, half accepted as 


recognize 
a compromise, but with every conscien- 
tious concession and every cowardly 
expedient sinking ever deeper and 
deeper into the i l 
forth 
us doom. 
sublimed in the whit 
is everywhere 
ire learning to know 


precisely what they believe, and, know- 


There is n 


ing, dare maintain. more 


vith bated breath, no more 
ni: - 
counseling Ol 


forbearance and n 
intervention. It is no longer a chosen 


few who dare openly to denounce th 


sum of all villanies ; but loud and lo 
and deep goes up the execration of a 
tenfold hate 


of men who have seen the foul fiend’s 


} 4] } me 
people the and horror 


work, who have felt his fangs fastened 


in their own flesh, his poison working 
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in their own hearts’ blood. Hundreds 
of thousands of thinking men have gone 
down into his loathsome prison-house, 
have looked upon his obscene features, 
have grappled, shuddering, with his 
slimy strength ; and thousands of thou- 
far - off 
Northern homes, have felt the chill of 


sands, watching them from 


ust that crept through their souls. 


g 
The inmost abhorrence of slavery that 


fills the heart of this people it is impos- 


Sibie ior languag tis 


e to exaggerate. 
so strong, so wide-spread, so uncom- 


promising, so fixed in its determination 


to destroy, root and branch, the ac- 


cursed thing, that even the forces of 


evil and self-seeking, awed and over- 


powered, are swept into the line of its 


proce Good men and bad men, 


$510nN 


lovers of country and lovers only of 


lucre, men who will fight to the death 
for a grand idea and men who fight on- 
ly for some low ambition, worshippers 


of God and worshippers of Mammon, 


are alike putting their hands to the 
plough which is to overturn and over- 
turn til 


the ancient evil is uprooted. 


The very father of lies is, perforce, be- 
truth. That old 
Devil, the malig- 
all evil, finds him- 


servant ol 

h is the 
nger ol 
mewhat amazed and enraged, 
believe, at his unexpected sit- 


uation, with all his executive ability 


undiminished, all his spiritual strength 


unimpaired, finds himself harnessed to 


the chariot of human freedom and hu- 
man progress, and working in his own 
So 
th the wrath of men and devils 


Him, 


wrath He will 


despite the beneficent will of God. 
He mak 
to praise and the remainder of 
restrain. 
ny cheering, both as a sign 
sincerity of our leaders in this 
ay and as a pledge of what the 
nation means to do when its hands are 
little Christian 
planted in the 


ee, are the colonies 


rear of our victorious 


armies. In the heart of woods are 
often seen large tracts of open country 
gay with a brilliant purple bloom which 
the people call “ fire-weed,” because it 
have been 


So, where the old 


springs up on spots that 


stripped by fire. 
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plantations of sloth and servitude have 
been consumed by the desolating flames 
of war, spring up the tender growths 
of Christian civilization. The filthy 
hovel is replac ed by the decent cottage. 
The squalor of slavery is succeeded by 
the little adornments of ownership. The 
thrift of self-possession supplants the 
For 
the slave-pen we have the school-house. 


recklessness of irresponsibility. 


Where the lash labored to reduce men 
Bible leads 
We 
are as yet but in the beginning, but we 
With his staff the 
slave passes over the Jordan of his de- 
but through the manly nur- 
ture and Christian training which we 


to the level of brutes, the 
them up to the heights of angels. 


have begun right. 
liverance ; 


owe him, and which we shall pay, he 
shall become two bands. The people 
did not set themselves to combat preju- 
dices with words alone, when the time 
was ripe for deeds ; but while the Gov- 
ernment was yet hesitating whether to 
put the musket into his hand for war, 
Christian men and women hastened to 
Not 
waiting for legislative enactments, they 


give him the primer for peace. 


took the freedman as he came all pant- 
ing from the house of bondage ; they 
ministered to his wants, strengthened 
his heart, and set him rejoicing on his 
The Proclamation 
of Emancipation may or may not be 
revoked ; whom knowledge has 


way to manhood. 
but 
made a man, and discipline a soldier, 
no edict can make again a slave. 

While the people have been working 
in their individual capacity to right the 
wrongs of generations, our constituted 
authorities have been moving on stead- 
fastly to the same end. Military neces- 


sity has emancipated thousands of 


slaves, and civil power has pressed 


} 


ever nearer and nearer to the abolition 


of slavery. In all the confusion of war, 
the trumpet-tones of justice have rung 
through our national halls with no un- 
certain sound. With a pertinacity most 
exasperating to tyrants and infidels, but 
most welcome to the friends of human 
rights, Northern Senators and Repre- 
sentatives 


the claims 


With many a mo- 


have presented 


of the African race. 
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mentary recession, the tide has swept 


irresistibly onward. Hopes have been 


baffled only to be strengthened. Meas- 


ures have been defeated only to be re- 


newed. Defeat has been accepted but 


as the stepping-stone to new endeavor. 
Cautiously, warily, Freedom has lain in 
wait to 


rescue her wronged children. 


Her watchful eyes have fastened upon 


every weakness in her fo her ready 
hand has been upraised wherever there 
was a chance to strike Quietly, al- 


most unheard amid the k resound- 


ing clash of arms, her decrees have 


instinct with the enfran- 


race. The 


gone forth, 
chisement of a war began 
with old customs and 
full headway, but tl 

soon met them with 


The first s! 


prejudices under 


new necessities 


fierce collision. 

ock was felt when the es- 

caping slaves of Rebel masters were 

pronounced free, and our soldiers were 

forbidden to irn t m. Then the 

blows came fast and furious, and the 
: : : : pee 
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ace. 
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one su 


preme, universal, unchang« 


geable 


law in 
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What we have done is an earnest of 
what we mean to do. After nearly four 
years of war, and war on such a scale 
as the world has never before seen, the 
people have once more, and in terms 
too emphatic to be misunderstood, pro- 
With 


a people 


claimed their undying purpose. 


a unanimity rarely 


that had fought eight years against a 


y 
tax of threepence on the 


7 pound, and 
that was rapidly advancing to the 


front 
rank of nations through the victories of 
peace, —a people jealous of its liberties 
and proud of its prosperity, has reélect- 
ed to the chief magistracy a man under 
whose administration burdensome taxes 
have | 


levied, immense armies mar- 
shalled, imperative drafts 


lered, and 


They have 


‘fl cnfterir ond } 
lul sutierings endured. 


ever Ul 
Slavery, hi 


pe int of the 


lly driv 
He has 


pubdil 
i 


opular fury. 
| public opinion, as the 
servant should ; but he has not pandered 


to public prejudice, as only demagogues 
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do Not weakly 


y impatient to secure 
the approval of the country, he has not 
scorned to explain his measures to the 
understanding of the common people. 
Never bewildered by 


terrifec 


the solicitations 


] by 


the menace 
with 


of party, nor 

- ; ee a 
of oppositio . ne nas controlled 
moderation, yielded with dignity, 
ies of the time demanded. 
Entering upon office with his full share 
of the common incredulity, perceiving no 


more than his fe 


llow-citizens the mag- 
isis, he has steadily 
ereat argu- 
self-seeking 
ever mind- 
vath, he seeks with 
heart the wel- 


pure 


a new 
1 for Wash- 
1e snows of 
brows, and 
r assembled 
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led their in- 
that 
fail- 
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Sick 
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sure 


their 
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Dilet- 

s dainty 
no : 
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gave its 


national honor and national existence. 


longer 


voi e for 


Old party ties snapped asunder, and 


local prejudices shrivelled in the fire of 
pre) 


newly kindled patriotism. Turbulence 


and violence, awed by the supreme ma- 


jesty of a resolute nation, slunk away 
and hid their shame from the indignant 


day. Calmly, in the midst of raging 


war, in despite of threats and cajolery 


with a lofty, unspoken contempt 


those false men who woul 


anarchy and infamy, this gr 
went uj 
lhesion to 


» to the ballot-box, 


its a human ¢ 
iberty, and universal free 
] idi 


the good tidings of great flas] 


y 
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over the wires from every quarter 


men 


recognized the finger of God, and, la 


ing aside all lower cxultation, gathere 


in the public places, and, standing re 
erently wi uncovered heads, pours 
] thanksg 
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ling thus all her forces on the Lord's 
side, she may inscribe, without mockery, 
silver and gold, “In God we 
She may hope for purity in her 


on her 
trust.” 
homes, and honesty in her councils. 
She may front her growing grandeur 
without misgiving, knowing that it 
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comes not by earthly might or power, 
but by the Spirit of the Lord of Hosts ; 
and the only voice of her victory, the 
song of her thanksgiving, and her watch- 
word to the nations shall be, “ Glory to 
God in the highest ; and on earth peace, 
good-will toward men.” 





REVIEWS 


America and Commentators: With a 
Critical Sketch of Travel in United 
HENRY T. TUCKERMAN. 
New York: Charles Scribner. 8vo. pp. 


460. 


the 


States. By 


IF a little late, 


cere in extending to this 


we are 


lent work a hearty wel 


varied interest and valual 


qually adapted to at 


erent 
tionalities, and liscuss, in con 


with this exhibition, the nper and value 


principal critics of our ilization, 


w and indorsing thei 


of the 


yhasiz correct ob- 
vations, pointing out and tifying their 


There 


t advantages in thusr 


cous Ones. y many 
examining the pres 
ms and lite 
vel in Ameri 
nstantly modified 
s and personal 
Mr. Tucker- 


has improved these advantages 


national peculiarit 

f view of the writers 
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Crusades, plunged into 
ines to Christianity, 


ond chapter is devot Jesuit mis- 


sionaries, who, the spirit 
the wildern 


convert the abori 


, 
d by the wonders of n soli- 


Ameri- 


third and f 


inspire 


tude, | writers 0 


re e pioneer 


can travel ipters yurth 


nch travellers who have 


nh on our country, trom 


woulaye. The similar list 
ers and writers is presented 
in the fifth and sixth cl 
er seventh is taken up wit 
use of America”; and tl 
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For the task he has here undertaken Mr. 
Tuckerman is well qualified by the varied 
and comprehensive range of his knowledge 
and culture, the devotion of his life to trav- 
el, art, and study. His pages not only il- 
lustrate, they also vindicate, the character 
and claims of American nationality. He 
that 
land about which the truth has been more 
His 


descriptions of local scenery and historic 


shows “there never was a populous 


generalized and less discriminated.” 
incidents recognize all that is lovely and 
sublime in our national landscapes, all that 


is romantic or distinctive in our national 
life. 
are ready, discriminating, and 
his approbations and 
} 


htly applied. 


His humane and ethical sympathies 
generous ; 
and 
These and oth- 
ed qualities lend interest and val- 


vivid 


rebukes, 
rig 
graphic sketches he presents 


is travellers and authors 


whose works pass in review. The pictures 
of many of these persons—such as Mar- 
D’Allessandro, Bartram — 


yzical studies of much freshness 


of Loyalists 
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Boston: Little, Brown, & Co. 


ovo. pp. 603, 600. 


Mr. SABINE has attempted in these vol- 


umes to p! it in a judicial spirit a « hap- 
h usu- 


ter of ¢ R lutionary history whi 


most of passion in its recital, 
does, that impartiality is 
dealing with his 
tion of his work, in a 


before the publi: 


lelity of 


well appreciated. So 

as involved a plea or 
Loyalists of the Ameri- 
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tics who have 


ymmendation of him 
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with whom he de: 
essay, and individually in 


yographical 


introductory 
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in his 
the elaborate which 
itself 


which is encountered in all] attempts to can- 


sketches 


follow, the same difficulty presents 


the faults or the characteristics of any 
y of men who bear a common party-name 


ymmon opinion, while in the sta- 
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ple of real virtue or vice, of honor or base- 
ness, of sincerity or hypocrisy, they may 
represent the poles of difference. The con- 
temporary estimate of the Tories, and in 
large part the treatment of them which was 
thought to be just, were, in the main, ad- 
justed with reference to the meanest and 
most malignant portion. Mr. Sabine, while 
by no means espousing the championship 
even of the best of them, would have the 
whole body judged with the candor whic! 
comes of looking at their general fellowship 
in the light of its natural prejudices, prepos- 
sessions, and embarrassments. It is to be 
considered also that the best of the class 
were a sort of warrant for the worst. 

Those who are tolerably well read in the 
biographies and histories of our Revolution- 
ary period are aware that Dr. Franklin, who, 
about most exciting and passion-stirring sul 
jects, was a man of remarkably mode 


and tolerant spirit, was eminently a hater 


the Tories, unrelenting in his animosity t 


wards them, and sternly set against all the 


measures proposed at the Peace for their re- 
} 


lief, either by the British Government to en- 
force our remuneration of their losses, or by 
our own General or State Governments to 
soften the penalties visited upon them. The 
origin and the explanation of this intense 
feeling of animosity toward the Loyalists in 


the breast of that philosopher of moderation 
are easily traced to one of the most inter- 
esting incidents in his residence near the 


British Court as agent for Pennsylvania and 
Massachusetts. The incident is connected 
the still unexplained mystery 
getting possession of the famous 
Hutchinson, Oliver, etc. Franklin was li) 
ing and directing all his practical 
enlightening a 


o be simply the ignorant plotters 


nd influencing those whom he 


gainst the Colonists, under the 
that 


stupid and 


full and t confident belief those 


plotters were mere con- 
ish Cabinet He 

t he was to 
ther them to the King, or behin 
to an\ 
With ] 


them the 


Known instigators of their m 


erfect good faith on his own part, 


gave benefit of their own suppo 

ed ignorance, wrong-headedness, wilfulness, 
and ingenuity, such as it was, in inventing 
irritating and oppressive measures which, he 
warned them, would inevitably alienate the 
hearts and the allegiance of the Colonists. 
He records, that, while he had never had a 
thought but such as this imagined state of 


the facts had favored, a Liberal member of 
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Parliament, an intimate friend of his, com- 
ng to him for a private interview, had told 
1im that the Ministry were 


] 
} 
i 


not the prime 
movers in this mischief, but were instigated 
to it by parties whom Franklin little sus- 
When the Doc- 
the 


pected of such an agency. 
tor expressed his 
prom 


the fu 
t full 


incredulity, friend 


sed to give him decisive 


truth of his assertion. It came to 
lin in a form which astounded him, 


it ope ned 


his eyes and 


fixed his in- 


ition upon a class of men who from that 


it onward were to | ponents 
malignity and 

in the shay 
aphs, of the 
y natives of th merican 
under the Crown, wh 


und trusted by their constituents 


soil, 
olders 


red 


», while 


s side of the actually dic- 


advising, and ins] 


water, were 


iriting the m 
British Ministry 
lists. F 

ion from 


ing 


} 
eabine Lives us 


evidenc e of 
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say a most admirable analysis of the wl 

subject - matter, with an accurate and in- 
structive array of all the facts bearing upon 
it. No man has given more thorough or 
patient inquiry to it, or has had better op- 
portunities for gathering materials of prime 
authority perfect authenticity for the 
treatment of it. In the biographical sketch- 


and 


es which crowd his volumes will be 
matter of 


found 


varied and profound in 


alternately engaging 
and firing the 
One 


come from pert 


his work will 


by, under some slight modifications, a 


to the review of the characters and 


of some men who are in antagonism 


country’s cause in these days. 


yon certain 


he has sec 


ind 
yt rpor cree] 

ance and good cheer 
d in this little volume, 
the writer’s inten 

r task the power 


hers into tl 


muitiform 
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she finds generally the same firm founda- 
tions of faith, — “faith in the existence of 
a righteous God, faith in the eternal Law 
of Morality, faith in an Immortal Life.” 
None enjoys a monopoly of truth, although 
all are Each is a light- 
house, more or less lofty, and more or less 


illumined by the 


based upon it. 
glory that burns within ; 
*“ broken 
glory itself is infinite : 


yet their purest 
lights.” The 


} 


oniy ¢t 


rays are only 
it is 


human narrowness and im- 


ough 


perfection that it appears narrow and im- 


perfect. The lighthouse is good in its 


it beckons home, with its “ wheel- 


place : 


ing arms of dark and bright,” many a be- 


nighted voyager; but we must remember 
that it is a structure made with hands, and 
and iron of human 


not confound stone 


contrivance the great Source and Foun- 
tain of Light 

The writer does not grope with uncertain 
and 
To each 


these imperfect rays, 


by them. 


ynfused 


what it is or has 
the 


speakable brightness of the rising sun. 
r 


she freely gives credit for 
been; but all fade at last before un- 


She 


our 


discerns the dawn of that day when all 


candles may be safely extinguished : 
is not in any church, nor in any creed, 
book, that all of God’s law 
but the light of 


s primarily on the souls of men, 


ny 
His counte- 
ull religions h 
look for the 


ital faith, which is to the 


proceeded, 


h we must ever 


ence what the sunshine is 


1e conclusion the author ar- 
hrough an array of arguments of 


t 
Ssnhali not attempt a summary. It 
} 


ecessary to admit what these are 


prove, in order to derive re- 


freshment and benefit from the pure tone 
of morality, the fervent piety, and the noble 
views of ictical religion which animate 


her pages. a book to be afraid of. 
" 


No violent hand is here laid upon the tem- 
} le; but onl 


obscure 


It is not 


he scaffoldings, which, as she 
the beauty of the tem- 
Not only those who 


perceives, 
ple, are 


taken away. 


have rejected religion because they could 


not receive its dogmas, but all who have 
struggled doubts and mastered 


with their 


them, or thought they mastered them, nay, 
any sincere seeker for the truth, will find 
Miss Cobbe’s unpretending treatise exceed- 
ingly valuable and suggestive ; while to any 
one interested in modern theological discus- 


sions we would recommend it as contain- 
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ing the latest, and perhaps the clearest and 
most condensed, statement of the questions 
at issue which these discussions have called 
out. 

The spirit of the book is admirable. Both 
the skeptic who sneers and the bigot who 
denounces might learn a beautiful lesson 
from its calm, yet earnest pages. It is free 
from the brilliant 
and the bitterness which sometimes marr 
Itisa 


tender, noble book, —enjoving, in 


shallowness of Renan 
the teachings of Parker. 


iss a peculiar < 


everywht 


most works of its cl: 
for, while its logic has 
culine strength and clearness, ther 


] 


through all an element too long wanting 


our hard systems of theology, —an element 
which only woman’s heart can supply. 
Yet, notwithstanding the lofty 


fine intuition, the philanthropy 


which inspire its pages, we close the 


pag 
with a sense of something wanting. 
author points out the danger there alw 
is of a faith which is intellectually demor 


many, a i oO 
frankly 


strable becoming, with 
the 


that “there is a cause why 


intellect merely, — and 
Theism, even 
warmer and better natures, too often 

that i 
characteristic of narrower 
lic is. ] 


to draw out fervent piety” whi 


and int 
This cause she traces to the 1 
of prayer, and the consequent remov 


oti, to vague confines of consciousness, « 


the Personality and Fatherhood of God. 


Her observations on this important su 


are worthy of serious consideration, ff 
those rationalists especially whose cold tl 
“ } 

hilo- 


t 
ories do not admit anything so 
Yet we 


The author — like 


unphi 
as prayer. find in the 
a want. 


nearly all writers from her point of view — 


mores the power of miracle. Because 
ical impossibilitie ] 
I 


have been so readily accepted 


their origin to divine interpo 
1 


fall 


occurrence of 


to the opposite extreme of cei 


any events out ol 


mon course of Nature’s operations. 
positive and powerful ministration of 


in human affairs they make no accou 


ever, or accept it as a pleasing dream ; and 


they forget that what we call a miracle may 
be as truly an offspring of immutable law 


{ 


as the dew and the sunshine, — faili 
learn of the loadstone, which attracts t 
self splinters of steel contrary to all 
commonly observed laws of gravitation, ti 
simple truth that man also may become a 


, by the power of the divine 
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currents passing throu 


many 


things ast to every-day experience. 


mishing 
The feats of a vulgar thaumaturgy, designed 
to make the ignorant stare, may well be 
But the fact that “ spiritu- 
with all its crudities of doctrine and 


dispensed with. 
alism,” 
errors of practice, has spread over Christen- 
dom with a rapidity to which the history of 
religious beliefs affords no parallel, shows 


that 


the realization of supernatural influen- 
human heart. 


ces is an absolute need of the 
The soul of the earlier forms of worship dies 


} 


out, or becomes 


out of them, as this faith dies 
merely traditional ; and no new system can 


look to fill their places without it. 


FELIX MENDEI BaR- 
1833 fo 1847. Two Vol- 


Le yp dt. 


Letters SOHN 
rHOLDY /rom 
umes. Philadelphia : 
! Doe eume 

who make ve 


nh one musici 


and ce ora- 
r than reach 


nd till Mr. Thayer 


torio, we 

by direct disclosure ; 
hall take away the mantle which yet covers 
ethoven, I ] ] j 


the int 
But M 


cioseda y the 


Issohn now 
most 

ses, his own letters to h 
l how winni 


! W 


two Vv 


graceful, 


r, noble is the man not dared 


) write a notice of these umes while 


fresh from their perusal, lest the 


wel I 


of that genial, Christian 


the 


fasc 
ce should lead us into 


ination pres- 


Same frame 


n prompted not only the 


of “Charles Auchester,” b 


rhapsodies 
ut the same pas- 
sionate admiration which all England felt, 
while Mendelssohn lived, and which Eliza- 
We lay 


down these volumes after the third perusal, 


eth Sheppard shared, not led 


and Literary Notices. 


[January, 


blessing God for the rich gift of such a li 
—a life, sweet, gentle, calm, nowise intense 


nor passionate, yet swift, stirring, and labo- 


rious even to the point of morbidness. A 


1 without cant ; a friend, not cling 


d rejecting the many, nor 


v il 


ng his love over the 


many 


dominating affection for a 


but loving his own with a tenacity 
unparalleled, yet reaching out a fre 
ous sympathy and kindly devotior 
the hundreds wl 


but their love. 


0 could give 
It is thought that his 


} t 
sister 


Fanny was the occasion of 


blood-vessel in his head, and 


over his 
the rupture ofa 
that it was the proximate cause of his own 
death ; t he who loved with this idol 
I hand t 


lly knew. 


atrous afltectiol zave nis 


1 in behalf of an old Swiss 


remembrance in “ Murray,” nor 
tter to Mr. Simrock, the music- 


nd 


f a man whom he 


utmost secr yY,a 


ender, and 
d as the claims of one’s fam 
those of the outside w 


ily differ from 


ut ar always Mendelssohnian, — fre 
t deep and wise. Thx 
very close of h 
his brother Paul, an 
Yet unauthoriz 


rs will 


relative. 


other lett 


pu tl1o 
Mendelssol 


Lampadius, 


and 
composcr, 
lume. Th 
for Mendelss | ; 
itself; he needs no critical edit- 


only pur 
good sens 
ing ; and if we may yet have more strictly 
musical letters from his pen, the influence 
of the two volumes now under notice will 
be largely increased. 

It is not enou to say of these volumes 


that they ght, piquant, genial, affec- 
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tionate ; nor is it enough to speak of their 
artistic the subtile appreciation of 


in the first series, and of music 


> 


paintin 


in t 


second; it is not enough to refer 
they 


glimpses which give of emi- 


Rossini, Donizet- 


nent — ( 
ti, Hiller, 


glances at Thorwaldsen, Bunsen, the late 


hopin, 


ind 


Moscheles, —nor the side- 
art-loving King of Prussia 
the 
ters; nor is it enough to 


Overbeck, Cornelius, and 


that delightful homage to fa- 
mother, that confiding trust in 


and sisters, that loyalty to friends. 
nt feature of these charming books 


unswerving 


devotion to a great pur- 
pose ; the careless disregard, nay, the ab- 


ail, Of fame, unless it Came in an 


nannel ; the naive modesty that 
1im wonder, even in the very last years 
} 


that Ae could be the man whose 


into the crowded halls of London 


| should be the signal of 


| cted cheering ; the refu- 
art over against money; the un- 
ss to undertake the mandates of a 


with the cordial acquiescence 


nscience ; and the immacu- 
alone of his life, but of his 


yw he castigates Donizetti’s 
and his sloth ! 


how his whip 
norality of the French op- 
le soul abhors the sensu- 

how steadfastly he re- 


the composition of an 


opera till iultless libretto for which he 


after year could be 


patient 1ited year 


prepare wish our religious socie- 


ties woul out a few of 


this man scatter them broadcast over 
the land: would indeed be “leaves 


for the healing of the nations.” 
There is one lesson which may be learn- 
m Mendelssohn’s career, which is ex- 
y rare : it is that Providence does 
less a man every way, — giving 
1 no evil. Where shall we 
look in ual or historic experience to find 


He had 


says he never looked upon 


a parallel to Mendelssohn in this ? 
beauty : Chorley 


a handsomer face. He had grace and ele- 


gance. 


He spoke four languages with per- 
read Greek and 
ity, drew skilfully, was familiar with the sci- 
himself at a loss 
He was a mem- 


fect ease, Latin with facil- 


ences, and never found 


with professed naturalists. 
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letters of 


a 
127 


ber of one of the most distinguished families 
of Germany: his grandfather being Moses 
Mendelssohn, the philosopher ; his father, a 
leading banker ; his uncle Bartholdy, a great 
patron of art in Rome, while he was Prus- 
sian minister there ; his brother-in-law Hen- 
sel, Court painter ; both his sisters and his 
brother Paul occupying leading social posi- 
tions. 
tate. 
England from the outset of his 


He was heir-apparent to a great es- 
He was greeted with the applause of 
career 

“awoke famous,” after the production of 
the “ Midsummer Overture,” while almost 
a boy ; never had a piece fall short of tri- 
umphant success ; in fact, so commanding 
prestige that he could find not one who 
would rationally blame or criticize him, — 
writes, that 


a “most wearying” thing, he 


every piece he brought out was always 
He was loved by 
the ] 


pet and joy ol 
Goethe, who lived to see his «€ xpectati 


“wonderfully fine.” all, 


and envied by none ; 


Mendelssohn on the road to ample 
ment ; blessed entirely in his famil 
course of true love” running “ smooth’ 
from beginning to end ; well, agile, strong ; 
and more than all this, having a childlike 
religious faith in Christ, and as happy as a 
child in his piety. His life was cloudless ; 
those checks and compensations with which 
Providence breaks up others’ lot were want- 


his. We 


him in this, but the childlike, 


ing to never knew any 
Ritter. 

We still lack a biography of Mendelssohn 
which shall portray him from without, as 


these volumes do from within. We learn 


that one is in preparation ; and when that 
is given to the public, one more rich life will 
be embalmed in the memories of all good 
men. 

We ought not to overlook the unique el- 
egance of these two volumes. Like all the 
publications of Mr. Leypoldt, they are print- 
ed in small, round letter; and the whole 
appearance is creditable to the pul lisher’s 
taste. The American edition entirely eclips- 
es the English in this regard. Though not 
advertised profusely, the merit of these Let- 
ters has already given them entrance ai 
into most cultivated circles : 


welcome our 


but we bespeak for them a larger audience 
still ; for 


men, our young women, our pastors, our 


they are books which our young 
whole thoughtful and aspiring community, 


ought to read and circulate. 
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